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Chapter 1









The first time I heard Dillon’s music, it changed everything. I was wandering through the halls of our church an hour after service. My mind wandering just as my feet were, fantasizing of a better life as I often did, and avoiding the stares and glares of the Sunday School mothers.

I had twenty minutes to kill, as my daughter, Heather, finished up teaching the class. She’d taught it since she was a teen, showing a remarkable ability to understand and distill the information to kids. She was studying marketing in school, but I always thought she would be a great teacher.

The church was a large complex, and the most prominent building in town several times over. The large chapel hid a network of tunnels, corridors, and dark rooms beneath and behind. During the week, these halls were bustling with people as they took classes or played in sports leagues held here.

My wandering feet took me to the Music Room as they often do. Music has been a part of my soul, my whole life. Ever since I was a little girl and heard my first record, I’ve been spellbound by sound. Growing up in the ’70s, there was an endless supply of new and old music, from rock to classical, and I devoured it all. I started collecting records when I was a girl, and my collection got so large I had to hire a contractor to come and build special shelves because regular ones kept breaking.

As much as I’m obsessed with music and bands, I’ve never had much talent for it. The church guitarist taught me when I was a teenager, but my hands are too small for some chords to be any good. Others always say I’m fine, but I can hear the discordant notes and poor rhythm in my own playing, and it drives me crazy. The old adage, those who can’t do, teach, is tragically true for me.

Turning the corner to the Music Room, a soft sound reached my ears, hauntingly melodic but muffled by the closed door. I was about to turn around, not wanting to disturb their privacy when the sound fully registered. I found myself stopping, body swaying as I walked forward slowly.

It was almost like the pied piper drawing me in, I could no more stop my feet from walking towards that sublime sound, as I could stop my heart from beating. They were simple guitar chords with a deep vibrato voice woven throughout. No words were sung, the voice was played like an instrument, in perfect accompaniment to the guitar, which was plucked and strummed with such skill I felt a wave of jealousy as I reached for the door handle.

The jealousy disappeared like water evaporating before the life-giving sun as the man played on. That it was a man, there could be no question, for just the sound of his voice was doing things to my body that hadn’t happened in over a decade.

Turning the nob, I pulled open the door to the Music Room, feeling like I was trespassing and interrupting, but unable to stop myself. The door handle’s click alerted the player, and as I peeked in, he quit playing with a twang of guitar chords and looked up at me.

A young man sat in one of the small plastic chairs with one of the old, beaten up practice guitars. It was hard to tell his exact age under the grime and unwashed clothes, but from what my daughter had said, he was nineteen years old.

“I’m sorry to interrupt,” I said with a smile. If I had hoped to reassure him, it had the opposite effect.

Before I could say another word, the boy leaped to his feet, leaving the guitar and ran for the propped open back door.

“Wait!” I called, as he took off out the door.

It felt like the light of the world ran away with him; my life suddenly dull once more without those heavenly notes. When I checked out the back door, I could see no one in the large parking lot behind the church. Shutting the door, I sat down with the guitar, trying hard to remember the song he’d been humming or singing. Only small snatches came back to me, and I craved more. Feeling out of sorts, I put the guitar away and went back up to get Heather and head home.

I was distracted the whole time, unable to get the incident in the Music Room out of my head. Nor the poor boy who looked like he’d been living in a dumpster. He was clearly in need of help, and it would only be right to offer what I could.

“How was class?” I asked Heather.

“It was good, but the Baldwin boys kept teasing the girls nonstop,” she shook her head in annoyance, “little boys can be the worst.”

“Speaking of that,” I said, “I saw someone in the Music Room today, it was the strangest thing.”

I told her about the incident, leaving out how much it had affected me. Heather tilted her head, looking out the window with a frown, thinking.

“That sounds like Dillon,” she said, “they used to call him ‘pig pen’ cause he always smelled and was covered in dirt.”

“That’s terrible,” I said.

“Yea,” she said with a nod, “but that was when we were young. I haven’t thought about him in years. I don’t know him well. He’s was a freshman when I was a senior, and he was always quiet.”

“I’d like to speak with his mom,” I said, coming to a decision, “he has a real talent for the guitar.”

“He doesn’t have a mom,” Heather said, “she passed when he was a kid. His dad is a long-haul truck driver or something.”

“That’s so sad,” I said, pulling into our driveway and shutting off the car, reaching out, I grabbed my daughters’ hand before she could get out, causing her to look at me in annoyance. “He needs my help.”

“Why do you care?” She asked.

The snotty tone in her voice made me incandescent with anger, and she saw it, immediately flinching back.

“You might not have grown up rich, but we’ve always had food in the fridge, power for heat, and hot running water,” Heather blushed and nodded, “What we have in plenty, we should offer to those who are in need. And that young man is in need.”

“I can probably find out his address or number if you really want it.”

“Thank you,” I said, mollified slightly and stepping out of the car and into the garage with her.

“Jesus, Mom,” Heather said with a sly smile before she slipped inside, “It’s almost like you have a crush on him.”

“Quiet you,” I said with a frown.

Inside, I shied away from the thought, occupying myself instead with household chores. Putting on my favorite Poison album, I dug out the cleaning supplies and got a few rags and started cleaning the house. I was in the middle of organizing the pantry when Heather found me.

“Dillon lives out on Lowe Rd,” she said, handing me a slip of paper with an address on it, “I couldn’t get his number from anyone. Can you believe this? I talked to one of my old teammates on the volleyball team, and she said he doesn’t even have a smartphone.”

“I didn’t even think that was possible in this day and age,” I said, pulling off my apron and putting away the cleaning supplies.

“I know,” Heather looked at me, curiously, “are you going over there right now?”

“No time like the present,” I said, heading back to my room to change, “Do you want to come?”

“I have to drive back to school,” she called from her room, “Tell me how it goes, though!”

I usually cooked a large Sunday meal for the two of us, packing the leftovers for her to take to school. I loved our Sunday dinners together and would miss saying goodbye to her when she left, but I couldn’t get the young man and his music out of my head. The whole time I’d been cleaning, snatches of his song would worm their way into my brain no matter how loud I blasted my music.

Slipping free of my clothes, I dug through my closet, pulling out my red dress with sequins and putting it on. Standing before the mirror, I frowned at the slight softness around my middle and the sag to my breasts. The dress was low cut and shorter than most skirts, with a plunging back that was covered by only a few beaded strings of material.

I look like a trollop! I thought to myself in shock, and removing the dress I pulled on a heavy white bra, plain white shirt, and blue jeans. Stepping out of the closet, I checked myself out and nodded approvingly.

As I grabbed up my keys and purse shouting goodbye to Heather, I hopped in my car and plugged the address into my phone's GPS. Pulling out of the garage, I wondered what the hell I was doing. Butterflies were dancing in my stomach as I drove across town, and as I neared downtown, I realized why. Turning off my route, I wound through to a small pawnshop.

The man behind the counter licked his lips when I stepped in, his eyes trailing up and down my body made me feel gross, but I saw what I was after immediately. I could tell he wanted to barter with me and keep me around for a while to flirt, but I had no desire to talk to the burly bearded man a moment longer than I had to.

“If you need lessons or a teacher,” he said, as he trailed after me to the door, “I know how to play. Was in a band as a kid. We would have made it too, but you know how those record execs are.”

“Yea,” I said, trying to hurry out with my bulky package, “I think I’m ok. It’s not for me.”

“You’re daughter?” He asked with a hopeful smile, and I wanted to spit on his disgusting face, but instead, I just frowned until his smile melted, and he wilted, slinking away to the back of his shop.













Chapter 2









I was back on the road a few minutes later, the butterflies back, but confident that I was doing the right thing. The cookie-cutter houses faded, and I was out in the country, narrow roads choked with brush, sagging power lines, and potholes so deep I had to slow down and go around most of them.

The farms along Lowe Road were disorganized, overgrown and chock-full of old rusty equipment. Each house looked progressively more dilapidated the farther I drove until I finally hit the dead end and pulled off onto a narrow dirt driveway.

The fencing was surprisingly straight and well maintained along the driveway and leading out into the small farm. There weren’t the piles of rusting out equipment or old cars littering the yard, as I’d seen on many of the farms around here. Instead, it was a neat and ordered little farm. The house was another matter, its paint was chipping, revealing dry grey timbers beneath and dull single pane windows that looked like they’d been installed a century before.

The porch looked like it had been replaced recently, the new wood was square and shone with a beautiful finish. I stepped out of my SUV and turned towards the house, taking in a deep breath before I went to walk up.

“You found me,” a voice said from behind, startling me, turning around I found the young man from earlier standing in the shade of the barn. He glanced up the road and back, “They going to arrest me?”

“Don’t be silly,” I said, “why would anyone arrest you?”

“I didn’t take anything,” he said defensively, “and I didn’t break-in. Someone left the door open.”

“I’m not here about that, Dillon,” I said reassuringly, “and you’re not in trouble at all. Forgive me for intruding on you, it was rude of me, but I didn’t know your number to call ahead. I’m Amanda, or Mandy, if you like. I teach music lessons at the church.”

“Oh?” The young man’s face hidden beneath his shaggy hair and dirty features lifted, bright blue eyes flashing out with interest and intensity that sent a shiver through to my core.

“Yes,” I said, my voice more than a touch breathless, “I heard you playing… I’ve never heard anything like it before.”

“Sorry,” He said with a frown, rubbing the back of his head with one hand as he walked over, “I know it sounded bad. Two of the strings were really loose.”

“It sounded magical,” I said, and he must have sensed my sincerity for he blushed, shuffling from foot to foot and peeking up at me again with those intensely blue eyes. Then his words registered, and I tiled my head, “Have you never tuned an instrument before?”

“Tuned?”

“Have they taught you nothing about music in school?” I asked in shock.

“I graduated last year,” Dillon said with a laugh, “But when I was in school, they barely taught us history.”

“You’ll need to learn,” I said, shaking my head and walking around the car to the passenger door. I noticed the young man’s gaze lingering on my body as I did and felt flattered, despite being old enough to be his mom.

“Why?” Dillon asked as he walked out from the barn's shadow, head tilted in curiosity, eyes bouncing between my large breasts and face, almost like he was unaware of it.

“Because you’re going to need to learn if you want to keep your guitar in tune.” Pulling the acoustic guitar out of the backseat as I spoke and lifting it to show him.

“For me?” Dillon said, and the desperate desire in his voice filled me with happiness to hear, then he looked at me in curiosity, “Why? I don’t even know you… Heather and I have never even spoken.”

“I got it because the music I heard you playing today was a gift to this world,” I said, “and it would be a sin if you weren’t allowed to make music simply because you didn’t have an instrument.” Blushing, I glanced down, “Sorry, I hope I haven’t offended you. That wasn’t my intention, I just…” glancing up I locked onto his blue eyes, feeling a shiver of something powerful pass down my spine, “I need to hear you play again, and a used guitar from a pawn shop is small enough price to pay for the experience.”

“You really liked it?” He asked, a fragile but hopeful smile finding its way onto his lips, white teeth peeking through.

“No,” I said, shaking my head and smiling, “I loved it. Not just your playing, but your voice as well. I never heard another like it… where did you learn to sing?”

“My mother,” he said sadly, then I saw him shrug as if pushing the emotions aside before walking over.

I held out the guitar and was surprised that he did not stink of sour sweat and armpits as I’d feared. He was covered in dirt, dust, and mud from working and paused just before taking up the instrument, blushing he looked around and nodded to the house.

“Let me clean up,” he said, heading over.

“Is your father here?”

“No,” Dillon said, as he ran up the new porch and inside, calling out over running water, “He’s a long-haul trucker and is gone for weeks at a time. He’ll be home in a couple.”

I glanced around the yard and frowned. My father had been a trucker, and I remember a lot more spare tires, old parts, and hydraulic lifts for fixing engines than I saw here. In fact, I saw no evidence that a trucker lived there at all, but was pulled out of my musings when the screen door slammed open, and Dillon stepped out.

He’d cleaned his face and neck as well as his hands, and my breath caught in my throat upon seeing him for the first time. I wouldn’t say he is conventionally handsome, like Brad Pitt or Leo, but there was a strength to him, a self-possession far beyond his years and a boyish innocence that melted something inside me.

“I’m not sure I’m deserving of such generosity,” Dillon said, a catch in his throat as I stepped up to hand him the guitar, “How can I ever repay you?”

“Could you play the song from earlier?” I asked, surprising myself with the question.

“I don’t know,” he said with a curious frown and sat down on the porch’s step, settling the guitar in his lap, “It wasn’t really anything… Just a melody that’s been playing over and over again in my head for weeks now.”

“Please?” I asked, feeling like a schoolgirl as I sat opposite him on the step, clasping my hands around my bent knees.

Dillon blushed and ducked his head, reaching up to clasp one hand around the neck, he gave it an experimental strum. Nodding in pleasure, he plucked each cord in turn, turning his head to judge the tone by ear. I was shocked at the skill and even more so when he frowned at the third cord when it rang just a hair out of tune.

“The nob at the top,” I said, pointing and slipping my phone into my other hand and keying the camera app, “if you turn it to the right… yea, like that. Make sure you give it a pluck as you turn it to judge when it comes into tune.”

Dillon nodded in thanks as he adjusted the tuning key, nodding in pleasure when the right note rang out. Again, he did it all by sound and touch, showing a natural talent I’d never seen in a musician. I hit record on the app capturing Dillon in the middle of the frame, seated on the porch, the sun reflecting off the guitar as he began to play. My musings were dashed aside when he struck the first chord of his song.

“Mhmm, hmm, hmm, Mmmhmm,” his deep voice hummed along with the slow strumming, and some magic hidden in the notes snatched me away from this world and took me along with him.

 

“Life… a dull and yellow dream;”

“Until the light showed up for me when she came to hear me sing;”

“Heavens knows I’m lost at sea;”

“Hunting for love in my new golden dream.”













Chapter 3









“Dillon,” I breathed, the final notes still hanging in the air, carrying my emotions along with them, “That was incredible. You have an incredible talent.”

“Thanks,” he said, blushing a deep crimson and ducking his head at the compliment, hair falling across his face.

“You’ve never taken lessons?” I asked again, finding it hard to believe. The finger placements hadn’t been perfect according to classical guitar, but they’d produced clear, sharp notes.

“This is the second time I’ve held a guitar,” he said with a half-smile, “I had a keyboard for a couple days when I was a kid,” he shifted uncomfortably before going on, “but Dad said the sound was annoying and music was for wimps, so he sold it.”

“Then I know how you can repay me for the guitar,” I said, trying to keep the excitement out of my voice, not wanting to scare him off, “Let me give you music lessons. I’m not a master, but I can teach you to play the guitar and even the piano if you want to learn.”

“Really?” Dillon asked, his face filling with excitement and hope for one second, before it fell again, “I couldn’t take lessons for free, that wouldn’t feel right, and I can’t pay you, I’m sorry. Also, with the farm… I really don’t have a lot of free time.”

“You don’t have to pay me,” I said, but when I saw his eyes go flat and that foolish manly pride rearing its head, I went on, “Or better yet, you can pay me when and if you earn money as a musician.”

“People still pay musicians?” Dillon asked with a laugh, “It seems like everything I hear nowadays is electronically produced.”

“A lot of it is,” I said with a nod, “But if you’re talented, there are always opportunities to play. With your voice, though, you could really go places in the business.”

“Ok,” Dillon said with a crooked grin, “now I know this is a prank. I don’t even have fifteen Instagram followers. I’m never going to be a star.”

“You think the next rock god is going to come from the pool of silly fools who call themselves influencers?” I laughed; my best friend Nancy and I were always joking about this same thing. “You think Mick Jagger, Janis Joplin, or Kurt Cobain were loved because they had abs and a nice tan? It was because they created music that moved the soul. Because they stood on a stage and did a thing better than anyone else could, with confidence beyond arrogance. Steven Tyler wouldn’t have had more than twenty followers if he couldn’t transport the listener into his world with only the sound of his voice.”

“You’re really passionate about this,” Dillon said, his blue eyes staring at me with keen interest, “I love listening to you talk.”

“Sorry,” I said, blushing and realizing, I’d leaned forward as I spoke, face so close to his I could smell the floral notes of the soap he’d used.

For one frozen moment, our eyes held one another’s, and I thought he might kiss me, not sure if I was horrified or excited by the prospect. The moment passed, and I jerked back, standing quickly and smiling to take the sting of my sudden retreat.

“I tend to carry on sometimes. My daughter says it's my worst trait. Are you free Tuesday afternoon for a lesson?”

“I’ll be free after seven,” he said, unable to meet my eyes after that awkward moment.

“Perfect,” I said, “I’ll come by then.”

I climbed into my car and backed down and out of the lane. Waving goodbye and trying not to stare in my rearview mirror at the young man as I drove off. My heart was racing, and I felt guilty for some reason. Telling myself, I was being silly, I drove straight home, eager to see if the video I’d taken on my phone had come out or not.

Heather's little Honda Civic was still parked outside when I pulled into the driveway, and I could hear her talking to a friend in her room as she packed. Hurrying into the kitchen, I poured myself a large glass of wine and pulled out my phone.

Starting the video and turning up the sound, I leaned on the counter, sipping my wine as I watched Dillon. On the first note, I closed my eyes, the music once again transported me to that secret happy place it had taken me on the porch.

Playing it again, I kept my eyes open this time, unable to look away from the passion and intensity in his face as he sang. The dirty shy boy I’d first seen, running scared as a rabbit out of the church's Music Room, was unrecognizable in the video.

As he began to sing actual words, he glanced up, staring at me with a fierce desire I hadn’t noticed earlier, those brilliant blue eyes burning with an inner fire that set my heart hammering in my chest. Then his words rang out, and the guilt swept in once again.

“Who’s that?” Heather asked, her voice a mixture of curiosity and awe as she walked up and looked over my shoulder, “Damn… he’s hot… Is that on YouTube? Hold on, Jen, I’m asking her,” moving the phone from her ear, she nodded at my phone, “Is that an old band or something?”

“You don’t recognize him?” I asked with a crooked smile.

“That’s pig pen?!” she asked incredulously, “Shut up.”

“It’s Dillon,” I said, nodding, “I brought him a guitar tonight, plan on giving him lessons. He played this for me.”

When the lyrics started up again, I happened to be looking at Heather's face. If I hadn’t seen the quick emotions flitting across her features, I wouldn’t have believed it. Unable to break her gaze away from the video, I saw my daughter fall in love, fan-girl-style, right before my eyes.

“Dude… Jen, are you listening to this?” Clicking her speak button, the electronic voice of her college roommate sounded out in the kitchen.

“His voice is haunting… you have to send me that video. Yuki is in here too, and she says if you don’t send it to her too, she’s going to use all your body wash.”

“Don’t touch my body wash!” Heather said, laughing, “I’ll be back in a couple hours, see you soon.”

“Later bitch,” Jen said,

“Send the video!” Cried another girl from the background.

Heather hung up, cutting off the laughing girls with a roll of her eyes. Wrapping one arm around me, she gave me a quick hug and ran upstairs.

“Text me the video!” She called as she grabbed her bags and clean laundry. “Love you Mom, see you next weekend!”

“Drive safe!” I called after her, watching her pack up her car and drive off, while waving from the kitchen window.

As my daughter drove off, I felt strange, usually seeing her drive away made me sad and lonely. I would often spend the night looking through old photos, missing my little girl, and when we used to be friends. This night I felt strangely free, like a kid whose parents had left them home alone unexpectedly.

Refilling my wine glass, I sat on the couch to watch some TV, but I couldn’t focus on my show. After a few minutes, I muted it and pulled out my phone. I felt a happy little buzz from the wine as I slouched down and unbuttoned my jeans, getting comfortable.

I couldn’t look away from the video, not only was the music so pure and true, reaching down into my soul, but Dillon was so compelling and electrifying on-screen. He had undeniable chemistry with the camera. Reaching over to take another sip, I found to my surprise that I’d already finished the wine. Setting the glass down, I slid my hand down my stomach and into the waistband of my pants.

Guilt and shame washed through me for a terrible moment, and then those gorgeous eyes stared straight into my soul, and I was lost in the pleasure of his voice and my own wicked fantasies. All of my teenage crushes had been about rock stars until I was old enough to learn that no matter how pretty I might be, no Rock God was going to wander into my town and carry me off.

Only this time I was older and wiser, I should have known better than to dream of a nineteen-year-old, simply because his voice tickled places inside me, and his intense stares made me weak in the knees.

My first orgasm hit me quick and hard, but there was no stopping me. By the time I picked myself up off that couch, my jeans were a mess, and my arm ached, but I felt a warm glow emanating from the center of my being, despite the warning voice in my mind.

I collapsed in bed, after stripping naked on my way there, and passed out with the video playing on a loop. I woke in the middle of the night with a start, feeling a deep fear and sadness that I couldn’t pinpoint until I realized my phone had died and the music cut off. Plugging it in, I rolled over and fell back asleep, my dreams now dreary and dull.
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That Monday was a busy one at the office, and the diversion was welcome. Whenever I found myself with a moment or two to myself, my mind would drift to thoughts of a certain young man, and I would fit an earbud in and play the song again.

I spent lunch distracted and staring at my phone instead of gossiping with the dental assistants like I usually did. The office I’ve managed the past few years is a busy private dental practice and the crew of assistants has become like sisters to me. The dentists rotate in and out and, to be honest, usually do more harm than good. There is a reason dentists are commonly referred to as failed doctors.

“Amanda, you’ve been staring at your phone all day,” Nancy said, slipping into the chair beside me, “What’s got you so distracted? Waiting for a man to text you back?”

“It’s nothing,” I said, and then realizing it was silly to feel so guilty, I shook my head, “It’s silly, really. It’s this song, I can’t seem to stop listening to it. It’s like magic or something.”

“Is it from a new band?” She asked, peeking at my phone as I pulled up the video, “Did you record this? I’m not really a fan of acoustic guitars… Wait… who is that?!”

I grinned at the slack-jawed expression on her face, wondering if I’d looked so besotted the first time I heard him play. It was a wild thing to see the effect Dillon’s voice and music had on the woman. As the song wound on, I watched her face, eyes dilating, and lips parting wetly. Her cheeks flushed with a faint rosy color as her breath deepened.

When it got to the part where Dillon turned to look at me and began singing, I heard a whimper escape Nancy’s throat, and I felt embarrassed for witnessing the reaction but also too fascinated to turn away. As the song came to an end, she was biting her bottom lip, knees pressed together tightly as she shifted in her seat.

“Jesus…” Nancy breathed when I clicked off the video. “Do you have any more? Who is that?”

“He lives near my church,” I said, and told her all about finding him in the Music Room and tracking him down, “Honestly I don’t know what came over me, but I just had to put an instrument in his hands. It seemed a sin for him to have to break into a church to make music.”

“I agree,” Nancy said, still staring at the frozen image of Dillon on my phone screen, “He certainly is ravishing… those eyes… that voice… Jesus, Amanda… I feel like a schoolgirl who just saw the Beatles for the first time or maybe Elvis.” Blushing an even darker shade of red, she shook her head, “What is this feeling?”

“You feel it too?” I asked, grabbing her hand, “Like a quickening inside, a melting and an unquenchable longing…”

Nancy was looking at me with amusement as I trailed off, heat suffusing my cheeks as I looked away. She gripped my hand tightly, though, when I went to pull away.

“I didn’t mean to laugh,” she said, “I’ve just never seen you talk about a man like that before. Even that firefighter you dated a couple years back. Better be careful, or you’ll have him falling for you.”

“Don’t be silly,” I said, trying to ignore the burning heat in my cheeks, then her tone registered, and I looked over, trying to read her expression. “I’ll be giving him some music lessons, just to help refine his talent.”

“Mmm-hmm,” Nancy said with a sly smile, the grin seemed genuine, but there was definitely a flatness to her gaze that read as jealousy, “Looks like you have a plan all set up then. Eh, Mrs. Robinson?”

“Quiet!” I said, and this time it was my turn to glance around and make sure we weren’t overheard, “It’s nothing like that. He’s younger than my daughter for goodness sakes.”

“Some women find that alluring,” Nancy said, and this time there was no denying the ache of jealousy and loss in her voice, “Don’t mind me, I’m just teasing you. It’s a kind thing you’re doing for the boy, and you’re right, he does have a God-given talent. It’s truly remarkable.”

“I’m nervous about heading over there alone,” I said, still holding her hand in mine, “I could really use a friend to help learn about him, maybe poke around a bit.”

“Whatever for?” She asked, sounding concerned, but in her eyes, I saw intense excitement flare-up that she struggled to suppress, affecting a casual air.

I told her about my suspicions quickly and quietly, aware that we were about to push past our allotted hour-long lunch break. Several of the dental assistants came back in from their smoke break, and we parted ways, heading back to work. Nancy kept giving me conspiratorial grins and winks when no one was looking. Her excitement about such a mundane thing was adding an element of wickedness to it that, frankly, I didn’t need. My mind was already enough of a scramble, but it was a major comfort to have someone to confide in.

Nancy is married to a pharmaceutical CEO. It’s her second marriage, and from what I’ve gathered, she hasn’t been happy in it for years. Unwilling to be a bored housewife, she got a certificate and became a dental hygienist, on a lark, I think. Moving from Los Angeles had been hard for her but leaving her career in Hollywood as a casting and talent agent had been even harder.

When I first met her, I wanted to hate the woman. She arrived on her first day of work in a couture outfit that cost as much as my house payment. The women in the office wanted to hate her too, but Nancy’s the type of woman that’s impossible to hate. Her eccentricities only make you love her even more, because when she reveals herself to be smart, hard-working, and kind, it comes as even more of a shock.

The rest of the workday passed by quickly, and I was almost skipping when I headed out to my car. I was just about to pull out when Nancy slipped out of the building and ran over. I opened the office, so my day ended an hour before the rest of the staff, and I knew how much they loved their last hour without the boss around.

“You’re going to send me the video, right?” She asked, a touch breathless as she clung to the window frame of my door, keeping me from pulling out.

“Of course,” I said.

“Good,” pulling up her phone, she showed me an app on it, “I wanted to tell you about this app. My niece forced me onto it, but it's pretty amazing for finding young talent. Kids and adults all make short videos of themselves singing or dancing and share it around. It’s a lot of fun, but mostly I love to see all the young talent and try to judge whose got what it takes or not.”

“I’ll check it out,” I said, “I don’t know much about social media, though.”

“I’ll teach you,” Nancy said with a flash of bright white teeth before turning and hurrying back inside with a wave.

Pulling into the driveway, I couldn’t help but feel a touch of sadness at knowing I would be walking into an empty house. The past year had been tough with Heather away at school, but I was learning to enjoy my alone time, or at least attempting to.

After getting into some comfortable clothes, I prepared dinner and put it in the oven to finish off. Then I poured myself a glass of wine and removed my makeup. Sitting in front of my mirror, I tugged at the crows-feet around my eyes, feeling like an old woman for maybe the first time in my life.

My hair was still golden blonde, highlighted with pale yellow and red chunks and the roots only showing a touch of darkness from where they’d grown out. I debated gluing on my fake lashes for tomorrow evening but pushed the thought aside immediately, telling myself there was no reason to dress up.

I spent a good twenty minutes trying on different outfits until I settled on a loose white and blue sundress and a pair of strappy sandals. Checking myself out in a full-length mirror, I frowned at the plunging neckline that revealed the inner sloping curves of my large breasts.

I’ll just wear a shawl, I thought to myself, no sense looking for another outfit.

Leaving the clothes on the back of my makeup chair, I ran out and pulled the chicken and squash out of the oven and set it down to cool. Popping on Grey’s as I ate, I checked my phone and was surprised to see a message from my daughter. She rarely messaged me during the week unless she needed money, so I was surprised when I read it.

Heather: I tried to add Dillon in Insta, but he’s blocked me?!? Find out why! And get more videos… my roommate is obsessed…

I wrote back that I would try to find out, and growing curious, I downloaded the app and set about making myself a profile. I was so excited, I pushed the plate away and poured myself more wine, folding my legs under me as I searched for the perfect profile photo.
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Heather had been telling me to make an account for years, but always with a hint of trepidation as if she didn’t want me seeing what she got up to. She’d been a cheerleader, captain of the soccer team, and one of the three homecoming queens. I’d long since stopped keeping track of what she got up to on the weekends, always off partying on the lake or at a kegger with her girlfriends.

Nancy had been trying to get me on Instagram as well, showing me her profile and its thousands and thousands of followers. Her account seemed to be mostly women envious of her skincare routine, and the extravagant vacations she went on with her disinterested husband: that and the legion of men obsessed with the thirsty photos she posted weekly.

It wasn’t Heather or Nancy I looked up first. I was so far gone, I couldn’t even see it, as I pulled up Dillon’s profile and felt my heart sink to see it set to private. Heart hammering in my chest, I hit the follow button and then quickly set my phone down, turning it so I couldn’t see the screen.

My hand was trembling as I picked up my wine glass and took a sip.

What did I just do? I thought to myself, the blood rushing in my ears, It’s ok. I’ll just cancel it, he’ll never know what a silly old woman I am!

Just as I was reaching for my phone, it vibrated, and I knew before I turned it over what I would find. Sure enough, the notification across the screen said Dillon had accepted my request. I was muttering a silent oath when another notification popped up, and I opened the app before I could help myself.

Dillon: Hi, Mrs. Kowalski. I wanted to write you a letter, but I don’t have your address and tell you thank you again for the wonderful gift. In all honesty, I’ve neglected my chores because I can’t seem to put it down, my fingers are bleeding and nails are cracked, but I don’t think I’ve ever been given anything finer.

I read the message several times, feeling a lump form in the back of my throat and wiping away a small tear before typing back a response.

Me: It was my pleasure. You have a natural talent that I would love to nurture and see flourish.

Dillon: I don’t know about that, most of the time I can’t get the notes to sing as I want them to. Did you just sign up for IG? Or do you never log on? You’re not even following Heather lol.

Me: Don’t tease an old lady! Heather’s been asking me to make an account for years, but I don’t think she wants me snooping on her.

Dillon: you’re not an old lady Mrs. Kowalski, you’re beautiful

The comment sent a thrill through me, and I felt knots, I hadn’t realized were there, relax in my shoulders. Pushing the ideas that popped up in my head aside, I took another sip of wine before responding.

Me: Flattery will get you everywhere 😉 Hey, Heather said you blocked her?

There was a long pause before he typed out a response, and I saw the little bubble notifications pop up a few times before they disappeared. Finally, a reply came through, and my heart sank as I read it.

Dillon: Heather doesn’t remember this, I bet, but I asked her to a dance when I was a freshman. Dumb, I know. She laughed at me and said no. I was pretty angry and blocked her and most of her friends that night. TBH I forgot about it years ago. It was immature of me. What senior would go to a dance with a freshman?!

Me: never tell her I said this, but she was a bitch when she was younger!

Dillon: hahaha I won’t… and yea 😊

I sat there, stomach filled with butterflies as I searched my brain for something else to say that would prolong our conversation, but Dillon beat me to it.

Dillon: I’m looking forward to tomorrow, I wrote a new song. Hope you like it. Have a good night Mrs. Kowalski and sweet dreams.

My heart set to beating again, and I typed out my response with shaking fingers.

Me: Do you have a video of it? Or a recording? I can’t wait until tomorrow!

Dillon: hahaha no, sorry I don’t have a way of taking those

I was about to tell him to use his phone but checked myself just in time. From the appearance of his house and clothes, there weren’t excess funds in his household for such frivolous expenses as a new phone.

Me: Goodnight Dillon

I kept myself from writing more and found that I couldn’t stop staring at the messenger window. I saw the little dots pop up on the bottom again, but he never sent whatever he’d been writing out. Feeling incomplete, I filled the bathtub and disrobed.

The hot soapy waters felt terrific on my skin, but the showerhead massager felt even better. I played Dillon’s song on an endless look on my phone, his deep voice bouncing off the walls and filling my being with wild lust. I ended up cumming several times before climbing out of the cooling waters on trembling legs.

Falling asleep, I kept redirecting my thoughts, trying not to acknowledge the truth staring me in the face. It was a restless night of sleep, as I kept tossing and turning, eventually getting up long before the sun was up and working out until sweat was pouring down me. I was out on a jog when the sun rose above the eastern horizon in a display of magnificence that reminded me once again of God's glorious creation.

Tuesdays are always slower around the office, with almost no emergency visits, things ran like a well-oiled machine. Nancy was full of breathless excitement about that evening, and I must confess her enthusiasm infected me as well. I fear that anyone listening in might have mistaken us for groupies heading to a Poison concert for how excitedly we talked about our outfits in between in-depth philosophical discussions about the nature of his music.

I sent Dillon a message in the afternoon, letting him know I would be bringing my friend over, but he hadn’t responded before I left for the day. Heading home, I touched up my make-up, threw on the dress and grabbed my music books and keyboard. Thankfully we live in a small town because Nancy and Dillon live on opposite ends of it. I drove through the tall blackened steel gate of the country club and wound my way up a man-made hill to her palatial estate.

I know she hated the mc-mansion like design of the house, but her husband wouldn’t be budged when they’d bought it. He’d been dead set on having the largest house in town. Even if he only spent a couple months a year there.

She was waiting outside when I pulled up and slid into the passenger seat. She looked stunning in her grey and black skirt and top. The rich material showing off her slender body to perfection. I was always envious of her tiny waist and butt, not to mention her firm round breasts that must be so much easier on her back than my gargantuan ones were. I never asked her what work she might have had done over the years to stay looking to perfectly youthful, that would have been rude, but whatever she’d had done, the surgeon was an artist.

“You look gorgeous,” Nancy said, flashing a white-toothed grin at me, and folding her hands in her lap nervously.

“Thanks,” I said, returning the smile, “so do you. I love the pearls.”

“Mmm,” Nancy reached up and rested a hand on the necklace of thick pearls and gave a half-smile, “Jeremy bought it for me for our fifth wedding anniversary. Fool man had no idea why I picked it out.”

“Why’d you pick it out?” I asked, not knowing the answer either.

“You need to properly bait the hook darling,” she said with a wicked smile but then turned and watched the countryside pass by as I drove us around town by country roads.

It was still a couple hours before sunset by the time we pulled down the narrow dirt road. Before I turned off my car, I caught a snatch of haunting music, just the barest sound, but it was enough to tug at powerful emotions.

Glancing over, I suppressed a smile when I saw Nancy adjusting her skirt and blouse nervously. The woman took a deep breath, settling her nerves before stepping out of the car. I was digging into the trunk and pulling out my music books and keyboard when the screen door opened with a squeal of hinges.

“You must be Dillon,” Nancy said, a warmth entering her voice that I rarely heard as she caressed the name, “I’m Nancy, Amanda’s friend.”

“Pleased to meet you,” Dillon said, a touch of nerves in his voice.

Holding the keyboard under one arm, I closed the trunk and grinned when Dillon’s brilliant blue eyes found mine. The look of curiosity on his face disappeared into a wide grin of pleasure. I felt a little zing of joy shoot down between my legs when his eyes bounced from mine, down to my plunging neckline, widening slightly before darting back up, a faint pink suffusing his cheeks.

“I hope you’re ready to get started,” I said, more excited for the lesson than I ever remembered being, “because I want to cover a lot of things.”

“Can’t wait,” Dillon said, “I made a pitcher of tea and lemonade, come on in. Both of you.”

He threw a nervous look at Nancy, but seemed like he was trying to ignore her. That is until the minx waltzed into his small house, heels clicking on the wood and her narrow hips swishing her little ass side to side. Dillon flinched at the sight but couldn’t seem to tear his gaze away from her ass until I stepped onto the porch and startled him out of staring.

He blinked and blushed even harder, looking down to avoid meeting my eyes and knowing smile. That just caused him to stare at my massive breasts, swaying in my sundress as I climbed the steps, with perhaps more force than was necessary. I had to press my lips together to keep from grinning in pleasure when he bit his bottom lip and couldn’t seem to look away until I was past him and in the small living room.

Nancy watched me walk in with a knowing smile, flashing me a wink before doing a slow spin in the room. Dillon shuffled in and led us into the kitchen, where he had two pitchers set up. Getting three cups out of the cupboard, he filled them with ice, hands shaking, and casting nervous looks at the two of us as he did.
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“You can take a seat,” he said, motioning to the kitchen table, “This room has the best acoustics in the house, so I figured it would do. That is unless you want to do it in the bathroom.”

“No,” I said with a laugh pulling out a chair and sitting down, “this will be perfect.”

I had a different plan in mind for Dillon’s first lesson than what I usually taught. Usually, I had to keep a student’s attention and fingering exercises, and musical theory was saved until later in their education. With Dillon, I thought with his passion and natural talent, that a good foundational understanding of musical composition would be the most efficacious. I had to be careful though, the one thing I didn’t want to do was get him lost in theory and ruin the wild spirit of his talent.

“We’ll begin today with a few fingering exercises that you can do in your spare time, to improve strength and flexibility in your hands.” Pulling out a couple workbooks that had colorful characters on them, I held up the first one, “Then we will get into the workbooks and start with a basic understanding of musical theory.”

“Sounds good,” Dillon said, “I’m at your mercy.”

“Mmm, I like the sound of that,” Nancy said with a crooked smile, “Or better yet, we could be yours… at your mercy, that is.”

“Uh, sure,” Dillon said a touch nervously, “Wait, what?”

“Ignore her,” I said, casting a flat stare at Nancy that only caused her to cackle in delight, “She’s just teasing.”

“I’ll stay silent the rest of the lesson, I promise,” Nancy said, “On the condition that you let me film it.”

“Why would you want to do that?” Dillion asked suspiciously.

“Call it a hunch,” the slender brunette said as she slipped out of her chair and wandered around the room sipping her tea, “but I have a feeling we’ll all want to look back on tonight and be able to relive it.” Dillon still looked unsure, so she went on, “I’ll make you a deal, anything you want me to delete, I will, no questions asked.”

“Ok,” Dillon said, “It still feels kinda weird, though.”

“Think of it as an extra exercise,” I said, “there will be times when you have to play with great distractions going on, or when stage fright has you locked in place. Just ignore Nancy and her filming and focus on the music.”

Dillon relaxed after that, and we got down to work. In truth, once Nancy pulled out her phone and started recording us, walking around the room and filming from different angles, it was I who felt the most uncomfortable. I was all too aware of my proximity to this alluring young man, and his hot eyes on my face and body were hard enough to ignore. When Dillon was distracted, it had less to do with the filming and more to do with the sexy MILF’s wearing tight clothing.

The lesson and music were a welcome distraction, if one that had its own traps. Dillon picked up the fingering lessons faster than anyone I’d seen before. His fingers were long and strong, with large hands that could reach all the way across the frets. He was building up the calluses he would need to play for hours at a time, and I warned him about playing too much in the beginning so he could give the callouses time to build up.

“That’s harder said than done,” Dillon said in response, “it’s become something of an obsession.”

“Nothing wrong with obsessions,” I said, feeling a faint blush suffuse my cheeks, “So long as you don’t indulge too much.”

“No worries there,” Dillon said with a slightly bitter smile, “I have no hope of indulging in what I desire.”

His eyes held a small sadness, as they gazed at me, that I brushed aside. Unwilling to indulge in my own obsession and read too much into things.

“Let’s get into theory,” I said, pulling over a booklet and trying to ignore my racing heart and wishing Nancy wasn’t filming all of this and making me feel twice as self-conscious.

Here I was able to impart a lot of knowledge to Dillon. The boy had a natural feel for music and could pick tunes up just by listening to them. I played several songs for him by various bands and in different genres, pointing out how the songs were constructed, and the various tricks artists used to create specific emotions and feelings from their audience.

It was just surface-level information, but Dillon soaked it up like a sponge. The biggest surprise was that he hadn’t heard of any of the bands I played for him. Prominent musicians like Pearl Jam, Journey, and Prince; he had only vague notions of who they were.

“My dad only allowed country music in the house,” Dillon said with a shrug when I asked him how that was possible, “and the radio broke a few years ago, so I haven’t been listening to much of anything. That’s when I started making up songs in my head.”

“Don’t you have a smartphone?” Nancy asked with a frown.

“Of course, I do,” Dillon said, but the young man was far too open and honest to be a good liar, and it was plain to see he was covering something up.

“Dillon,” I said gently, not wanting to offend or upset him, “Is your father really out on the road?”

“He is,” Dillon said, his back stiffening, “he’ll be back in a couple weeks, just like I said.”

Once again, it was plain he wasn’t being truthful. I opened my mouth to press him, but Nancy spoke first.

“I’m not the Christian here, but even I can see you’re letting pride get in the way of your better judgment,” turning off her phone, she set it down on the table, “What purpose does it serve you to lie to us? To lie to a woman who has only been kind to you?”

At first, anger flashed across Dillon’s face, but it passed in a second and was replaced by a haunting sadness. Allowing us to see a peek of the vulnerability within. A shiver passed over me, and something melted deep inside, and I noticed Nancy too was watching Dillon with a new intensity.

“Ma left when I was six,” he began slowly but gathering strength as he continued. “After that, my dad took to the drink hard. He was a truck driver and would go on long hauls all the time. Then one day… he just never came back. I don’t know if he got in an accident or if he just decided he’d had enough. That was six years ago.”

“How have you been surviving?” I asked, trying to keep my voice from breaking.

“I grow my own food and sell what I don’t eat to local markets,” he gave a shrug, looking down at his hands with a sad frown, “It was hard in high-school. But since I graduated, it hasn’t been that bad.”

“Compared to what?” Nancy sounded angry, causing us both to glance over at her. “There are services in town set up to help people who find themselves in situations like yours. I’ve donated millions to shelters and food banks all across the state. Why didn’t you ask for help?”

“Nancy,” I said in a warning tone.

“I’m sorry,” she said, expelling a deep breath, “It just makes me so mad when the system fails people like this.”

“The system didn’t fail me,” Dillon said with a shake of his head, “If I’d reported my father's disappearance, then Child Protective Services would have taken me off my land and put me in a home. I’ve heard enough about what kinds of places those homes are, that I wanted nothing to do with it. Plus, I would have lost the land to the county if the taxes weren’t paid.”

“All of that is in the past now,” I said, leaning forward and resting my hand on the back of his, trying not to notice the corded strength there too closely, “You’re no longer alone with the burden. You have us, and we aren’t going anywhere, whether you like it or not.”

“I can’t thank you enough,” Dillon said, a catch in his voice, “for everything you’ve done already… just to have visitors again is more of a blessing than I imagined.”

“I know how you can thank her,” Nancy said with an eager grin, “play another song for her before we go.”

“Gladly,” Dillon said with a smile, swinging the guitar back into his lap, “I’ve been working on a few, but the one I mentioned last night is nearly complete.”
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Nancy pulled up her phone again and started filming, and I realized how absurd this all was. Two older women, acting like eager teenage groupies, as they coaxed a song out of a handsome but brooding young man.

My mind was filled with these thoughts and others, and as always filled with self-conscious worry and anxiety. But the moment Dillon sent that first perfect note into the air, it whisked me away into a world of his making. My eyes filled with the sight of his face, ears with the sound of the guitar and his voice, and my heart filled with emotions so powerful I thought it might burst.

What I hadn’t been prepared for was the reaction my body had to the chorus, sung in a deep and throaty voice.  The vibrations coming from Dillon reached down into the core of my being and lit a fire, where one had longed to burn. Out of the corner of my eye, I could see Nancy writhing in her chair, but the awareness was far off and faint. All of my attention, on the sweet sounds coming out of Dillon and the guitar.

He sang a love song, but one about the hope of love, instead of the claiming of love. It began slow, the pulse low and throbbing as his voice picked up in passion and rhythm. As he drew near the bridge, his emotions layered a roughness to his voice that caused the deep vibrato. By the time he reached the song's crescendo, my sex was a quivering mess, and my thighs were pressed tightly together, for he sang of desire with such purity that I felt it mirrored within myself.

When the song ended, I sat in stunned silence for long moments, unable to do more than breathe and try to get a handle on my wild emotions. I’d never been affected on such a deep level by music, hadn’t thought it was possible, even after hearing his first song so many times. Blinking, I realized my eyes were filled with tears, and I wiped my cheeks hurriedly.

“That was…” I began but was forced to clear the lump from my throat before going on, “That was beautiful, Dillon.”

“It was brilliant,” Nancy said with fierce passion, “You have a God-given talent… that needs to be shared with the world.”

“I don’t know about that,” Dillon said, blushing, “but I appreciate the compliment.”

“She’s right,” I said, nodding, “Dillon, you have a rare gift… the world needs to hear it.”

“You’re serious?” He asked, with a half-laugh.

“You’re going to be famous,” Nancy said, nodding, “The next coming of Elvis if I had to say. I hope you’re ready to have women throwing themselves at your feet and recording execs throwing money, because your life's about to change.”

“That’s a nice dream,” he said with a laugh and a deep blush.

I didn’t fail to notice his quick glance between the two of us when she mentioned women throwing themselves at his feet, and a wild idea slipped into my brain and wouldn’t go away no matter how hard I tried. I felt my cheeks burn flaming red and was about to open my mouth to offer an indecent proposal, when Dillon stood abruptly, his manner awkward and stilted.

“Thank you again for everything, but I should get the chores finished before turning in,” the dismissal was apparent, and even more so when he held open the door for us.

Nancy and I got up hurriedly and packed our things, apologizing for staying too long.

“Not at all,” Dillon said as we stepped out, “I loved having you both over.”

“We’ll have to do it again,” Nancy said, pulling him into a one-armed hug and kissing him on one cheek. “Ciao!”

The young man had grown stiff when she kissed his cheek, and as I slipped out of the house and past him, I inhaled the aroma of sweat and musk that was all him. Looking up, I tried to offer my thanks as well, but when those pale blue eyes stared down into mine, words dried up on my tongue. I stood there for long seconds, unable to break away and unwilling to do more, fearing what I might allow myself to do.

I couldn’t hide from the naked intensity of his stare, nor the desire I saw there. Still weak from the effect of his song and unsure of myself, I offered a faint smile and then hurried to my car. I could feel his eyes on my back as I got in but couldn’t bring myself to look back. My stomach was filled with butterflies, and my heart was racing as Nancy and I drove down the driveway.

“I was talking to an old friend of mine who is A&R for a record label, she’s willing to hear some samples if we can get her something of good quality,” Nancy said, sounding a touch distracted, just as I felt.

“Don’t you think that’s getting ahead of ourselves a little bit?” I asked with a nervous laugh, “I mean, he’s just a kid and only started playing a few days ago. He might not even want to post anything online.”

“Amanda don’t get greedy,” Nancy said with a frown, “Do you really think he shouldn’t share his gift with the world? What if this isn’t some fluke, and he has other songs in him, maybe even better than this one?”

“You know what will happen when people hear him,” I said, a touch of anxiety entering my voice, “Of course I don’t think he should keep it to himself, but we don’t know anything about him. Dillon might not be ready for that kind of fame and notoriety. It already sounds like he’s been through a lot.”

“He has us now,” Nancy said, “and we won’t let him be forced to live that ever again.”

I felt strangely empty inside, a sadness growing with each mile that passed beneath the car’s tires. A sound broke my reverie, and then I grinned at Nancy as she played the song she’d recorded earlier.

The first perfect note rang out inside the car, and I pulled over to the side of the road, too distracted to drive. Nancy and I grinned at one another as we hunched over the center console and watched the small phone screen, as Dillon played. Once more, the song reached into the core of my being, only this time, Nancy was mere inches away.

When Dillon hit the chorus, his voice taking on that deep, vibrating richness that touched the center of my body, I felt Nancy shiver beside me.

“You too?” I asked her, whispering it, not wanting to break the song's spell.

“Oh god, yes,” Nancy said, turning her soft eyes on me, thick lips curving in a hungry grin, “He works some kind of magic… makes me think crazy things.”

“Like what?” I asked, staring into her eyes, a charged tension growing between us that I’d never felt before at the office.

“Like… this…” Reaching up, she cupped my cheek with one soft hand, eyes asking the question and filled with a fragile hope when she saw my answering smile.

The music had us in its spell, Dillon’s voice caressing our ears and souls even through the tiny speakers. It wiped away the last of my hesitation, and our lips met with a surge of unexpected pleasure. A thrill shot down my spine and made me shift in my seat.

I’d never kissed a woman before, although I’d dreamed of it from time to time. I was surprised at how soft Nancy’s lips were, and how eager her little tongue darted into my mouth, tracing fire across mine. Pulling her close, I felt her soft, but firm body pressed to mine, the center console awkward, between us.

Moans of pleasure escaped my throat as we made out, my hands slipping down her sides to cup and fondle her firm breasts, and then grip her small ass. Like teenagers kissing in the front seat, a wild desire filled me that I’d never felt before, and yet something felt off, missing.

“This isn’t right,” Nancy said, pulling back and drawing in a ragged breath, “we need...”

I stared into her eyes and saw the same wildness there, as in my own. For a long moment, we stared at one another, each wondering if we had it in us to do what we knew we both wanted. It was the music, playing in the background and sweeping us away with its spell of love that settled it.

“Turn around,” Nancy said a little breathlessly, sitting back in her seat, “Oh dear Lord, we’re really going to do this. We are, right?”

In answer, I threw the car in drive and did a U-turn right there and sped back down the way we’d just come— heart hammering in my chest. Nancy’s small hand gripped mine, and I flashed her a quick grin, feeling a fluttering in my chest at the genuine desire I saw mirrored in her answering smile.

Fingers laced in one another’s I drove back down the narrow driveway, wondering what in the hell I was going to say. Some madness had undoubtedly taken the two of us, for even contemplating what we were doing was insane. Or perhaps the boy’s music casts a real spell. Whatever the reason, Nancy stopped me before I got out of the car, gripping my hand tightly in hers and pulling it close.

“Thank you, Amanda,” she said, “for bringing me with you today… for being my best friend… for not judging me.”

“I love you, Nancy,” I said, smiling at my friend and feeling a thrill at the thought of what we were about to do.

“I love you too… but promise me,” she said, eyes burning with passion, “that we won’t let anything come between our friendship.”

“I promise,” I said, cheeks heating.

“Ok then,” she said with a deep breath, “let’s go give that magical boy the night of his life.”

“And the night of ours,” I said, throwing open the door.
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My heart was hammering in my chest as I climbed the porch, and I felt the first beads of nervous sweat pop out on my brow as I lifted my hand to knock. Nancy gave a little hop, and grinning, slipped to the side, hiding around the corner of the door. Holding up a finger before her lips, she winked at me.

I knocked again, louder this time, and heard Dillon call out from the back of the house. Smoothing my dress down, I drew myself up to my full height as the door swung inwards. The words I’d been prepared to say drying on my tongue and flittering away from my brain as I stared into those gorgeous blue eyes.

“Mrs. Kowalski,” Dillon said, and I heard the tension in his voice, matching my own. “Did you forget something… or…?”

There were no words that could convey my need and desire as fulsomely as an action could. Surprisingly, my nervousness and anxiety faded in those final few seconds. All was peace inside, I knew what I needed, and prayed we wouldn’t be turned aside.

Biting my bottom lip, I stepped up close, pressing myself against his lean strength. Dillon stiffened, eyes widening in disbelief as I leaned in, body trembling. For one terrible moment, all was frozen as I held back, unwilling to make the final move, needing him to show that he desired me even half as much as I needed him.

All of this, I tried to convey in my eyes, but whether he saw it or not, his hands slipped around my waist, strong with need, and his lips pressed against mine, sending me soaring into the heavens. I felt the tip of his tongue brush my lips, leaving a trail of fire behind where it touched, and I forced myself to break the kiss, drawing in a ragged breath as I looked up into his shell-shocked eyes. He opened his mouth to speak, but I placed a finger across his lips quickly.

“If you call me Mrs. Kowalski one more time, so help me God,” the threat in my tone caused him to swallow hard and nod, which caused me to grin, “Good.”

“Amanda,” he said, a little smile coming to his lips as he tried out the name. Warmth blossomed within me at hearing it come from that rich voice, and I ground myself on his hip subconsciously, causing Dillon to shift his hips away from me, “Jesus… this is like a dream come true.”

“Is it?” I asked, reaching down, sliding my hand down his firm stomach slowly, “Are you sure you didn’t dream of other things? I know I did.”

“Amanda!” He said in shock, nearly jumping out of my arms as he backed up into the doorframe, “Oh God… don’t tease me like this. Why now?”

“Your music reached into my soul and lit a fire,” I said, the truth spilling out of me, “It’s made me feel things I can’t remember feeling… powerful emotions… powerful desires… you must think me a silly old lady,” I bit my bottom lip, the fear of rejection like battery acid in the back of my throat, “but I’ve never wanted a man like I want you…”

“I don’t think you’re silly,” he said, “I think you’re gorgeous… and the fact that you’re a MILF is only more of a turn on… but I’ve never,” he glanced down shyly, and I felt a wicked pleasure shoot down to my soaking sex.

“Neither have I,” I said, grinning at the confusion on his face, “but I promise we will make it as pleasurable and life changing for you, as your songs have been for us.”

“We? Us?” Dillon asked as I turned him slightly into me.

“Did you forget about me already?” Nancy asked as she pressed herself against Dillon’s back.

The young man nearly jumped out of his pants, which would have been fine by me, I was dripping like a leaky hose at that point. He turned his head and looked down at the little brunette with shocked eyes, jaw gawping like a fish as he struggled to speak.

“But if you don’t find me attractive,” the older woman said, doing something with her shoulders that made her breasts seem even larger as she batted her eyelashes up at Dillon coquettishly, “I can go wait in the car while Amanda has all the fun.”

“Why?” He asked, his arm around each of us, feet stumbling slightly as Nancy and I, grinning at one another, steered him into the house, “This is insane.”

“Are you complaining?” Nancy asked with a little snap in her voice that seemed to shake Dillon out of his shock.

“No!” He said with a laugh and a shake of his head, “I would never… Seriously you are both fucking gorgeous and amazing, and I honestly was going to fantasize about a… with both of you… I don’t get it.”

“Consider us your first groupies,” Nancy said with a grin, sliding around to his front where I joined her.

I was going to say something to try and alleviate Dillon’s anxiety, but the moment my eyes locked with his, it was like being trapped in a tractor beam. Our lips found one another's, and a moan of pleasure was ripped from me as he gripped me tight. I’d never felt so wanton and wild, and I loved it.

The sound of leather sliding through steel was so visceral that I nearly came, and when my hand slid down Dillon’s firm abs, I found Nancy’s hands busy working the buttons free of his fly. Breaking off our kiss, he followed my gaze, his own still wide with disbelief.

“Is this really happening?” He asked softly.

“It’s happening,” Nancy said with a fierce grin, “We’re going to make sure no matter how big and famous you get, you’ll never forget us.”

“Jesus,” Dillon breathed.

“Relax, Dillon,” I said, suppressing my own nervous excitement as I pressed him down into the sagging couch. Nancy took my hand and pulled me down to join her, and we both got to work on Dillon’s shoes, tossing them aside and whipping off his jeans, giddy with joy. The scent of manly musk hit my nostrils, and my whole body quivered in anticipation.

For one second Nancy paused and held my gaze in hers, I could see the question there, wondering if we were making a terrible mistake that might ruin our friendship or budding relationship with the genius musician. I’d never done anything like this before and felt nervous as a day-old kitten. But there could be no doubt, I wanted this as much as I’d wanted anything in my life. Not only the chance to consume and be consumed by the genius who’d moved me so much, but also to share in the experience and intimacy with a woman I’d come to love as more than a sister.

Our matching grins grew slowly, and we moved eagerly to drag the young man’s boxers down his legs. Slipping my fingers in the waistband alongside Nancy’s, I saw Dillon draw in a deep nervous breath, hands reaching to stop us out of shyness or anxiety, but we wouldn’t be halted.

“My, my,” Nancy breathed as his long thick cock slapped back against his stomach, causing me to give a start in surprise, my breath frozen in shock as I stared at the beautiful organ. “You’re a big boy… a very big boy.”

Dillon’s lips curled up at the corners in a pleased grin, and I saw him relax slightly, but then stiffen once more when I shifted forward, pressing my massive breasts into his legs as I spread them further. The dark curling hairs that covered his balls were trimmed short, and I don’t know what came over me as I buried my nose in them, inhaling his manly aroma and dragging my lips and cheeks up the side of his throbbing manhood to plant a soft kiss under the thick head.

“Oh God,” Dillon said, “This is too much… I don’t know how long-.”

“Let it out,” Nancy said softly from behind me as I wrapped one hand around the base of his large cock, angling it up towards me, my mouth filled with saliva in anticipation.

There wasn’t the time nor desire to recognize the drastic change that Dillon’s music had worked in me. I’d given a bare handful of blowjobs to my ex. I’d never like the act, not the submission it represented, nor the feeling of being helpless as something thrust into my mouth. That had always caused me to fill with panic, tuning me off completely. It had been a significant stressor in our marriage, and I’d always felt like a failure of a woman for it.

Licking my lips as I stared at Dillon’s massive penis, I felt the complete and total opposite reaction. My entire being wished to bow down in submission to his genius. It sounds terrible to my inner feminist, and a small part of me was scared by the power of it, but I was helpless, before the need to worship this rock god.

I felt Nancy’s fingers on the back of my dress, the skin of my back feeling the cool air as she peeled it down slowly. I let her drag it down my arms, my massive breasts swinging free in their bra for a moment before I went back down. Dillon’s groan of intense pleasure when he stared at my body only making me more eager to feel him slip between my lips.

Planting gentle kisses around the underside and head, cradling his cock in two hands, I sucked the head into my mouth. The skin was velvety soft, but beneath was steel, as I closed my eyes, tongue teasing the glands and sucking hard. The wicked thrill of having the young man’s penis in my mouth while my sexy friend undressed me made me a little wild with lust, and in moments I was thrusting my head up and down, eager to feel his manhood fucking me anyway I could.

Dillon flinched, and I realized one of my teeth must have scraped the sensitive skin, and I slowed down, kissing and licking down the shaft as Nancy pulled my dress completely off, leaving me in just my white panties and bra. I shivered and not just from the chill, as I felt Dillon’s hot gaze on me.

His cock was throbbing, and I felt his balls tightening up. Shifting to the side, I reached back and pulled Nancy forward.

“Mmmh!” She said with a happy little purr, and I felt her squeeze her body tightly against mine, one of her hands reaching back to grip my ass, sending a thrill of pleasure through me.

Nancy’s thick lips joined mine on the opposite side of Dillon’s cock, and I held her close as we slid up and down, kissing, licking, and sucking his steely hardness. Feeling altogether sinful whenever our lips or tongues touched one another. We’d only just begun to figure out how to work the shaft in tandem when Dillon’s hips began to shimmy.

“I’m going to cum…. Holy fuck, this is sooo hot!”

“Give it to us, baby,” Nancy moaned, “cum for us, you beautiful boy!”

My fingers were wrapped around the base of his cock still, and I felt him throb, and then a torrent of cum was gushing forth from his young cock. Nancy, and I greedily sucked and swallowed it down, trading the tip back and forth between our wet lips and licking tongues.

My small fear of retching on his seed disappeared the moment I tasted the surprisingly sweet stuff. Like everything about Dillon, his cum was addictive, leading to Nancy and me kissing one another, tongues dancing as we savored the final bits of it.

“That was…” Dillon said, face a mask of hazy bliss, “I don’t even have words…”













Chapter 9









Dillon’s hot eyes, upon Nancy and me as we clung to one another, sent a thrill down to my pussy. When I gripped her ass, pulling her into me tighter, I saw his cock give a little twitch, and his eyes came alive again with desire. Grinning, I cupped Nancy’s soft cheek, drawing her lips to mine, our tongues warring again as my hands dragged her skirt up over her ass, revealing the black lacy panties.

Feeling like a wild woman, I ran my hand between my friend's slender thighs, feeling the wetness coating her panties and the delicious thigh gap I’d always envied. Nancy shuddered against me and yelped in surprise, grinning at me when she broke our kiss.

The combination of kissing her soft lips, the thrill of sinful pleasure it awakened in me, and the feel of Dillon’s eyes on us, knowing we were turning him on even more, had my whole body alive with pleasure.

Nancy bit her bottom lip as she gazed into my eyes. There was a question in her eyes, one I understood implicitly and grinning, I slipped my fingers into her hair and turned her. Her lips curled up in a grin of pleasure, and the guttural groan of need was almost inhuman as she gazed at Dillon’s rising cock.

“Suck it,” I hissed in her ears, shocking myself as the dirty words spilled forth, “let him watch that gorgeous cock sliding between these thick red lips.”

“Oh yes,” Nancy hissed, before wrapping her lips around him, eyes burning as she stared up into his.

I was surprised at the pleasure I felt when Dillon grinned at Nancy, their eyes locked on one another, and the wet sounds of her sucking mouth filling the living room. I slid my hands down her slender body, cupping her large breasts and ass, before dragging down her skirt and pulling off her top, kissing her once more as I did, before she dove back onto Dillon’s boner with an eagerness I found endearing.

Reaching behind my back and unhooking my bra, I felt Dillon’s gaze on me as I let my massive breasts swing free. Cupping one, I squeezed it, pinching the large pink nipple and loving the zing of pleasure it sent down to my sex.

“Look at her,” Nancy said, stroking his hard cock and looking back at me, “have you ever seen a sexier woman?”

“No,” Dillon said, shaking his head, a small crooked grin on his face. I felt my cheek grow hot as he stared at me. Biting my bottom lip, I grinned back, batting my eyelashes as I pushed my panties down over my round behind, heart fluttering as I tossed the small white garment aside.

“Go to her,” Nancy said, her hand giving his cock one final stroke before slipping between her own legs, “Take her.”

Heart swelling, I smiled shyly at Dillon, nervous and shy all of a sudden. The young man, though, had lost all hesitation, and in one smooth movement, he was off the couch and drawing me into his arms. His stiff manhood dug into my stomach, and one of his hands gathered one of my breasts, squeezing it firmly as our lips sought one another’s, small sounds of desire and pleasure escaping our throats.

Dillon guided me down onto my back, my legs parting naturally as his hips slipped between them. The fire within me was a roaring inferno, but I struggled against it, wanting to draw the moment out as long as possible, seeking almost to preserve this perfect feeling.

Nature has its own power, and neither Dillon nor I could hold back the powerful tides pushing us. My sex was aching and quivering, calling out to be filled with his massive cock. When I reached down between our bodies and wrapped my fingers around his thickness, he felt harder than ever, as I drew the thick head between my wet lips.

“Please, please, oh god, I need you,” I whimpered as I kissed his cheek and neck, one hand gripping his ass as I drew him in.

“Oh god… it’s so hot… so tight.” Dillon’s face was a picture of awe-struck pleasure as he slowly spread me wide, sinking into my depths.

“It’s… oh god, I’m… NGNN!”

Dillon held me close as I shuddered on him, his massive cock reaching in and touching places I’d never felt before. But the boy's needs were too great for him to stave off his desire for long and before I was fully recovered from my orgasm. Withdrawing from my clutching pussy until just the tip of his cock was in me, he drove forward, eliciting a moan from me.

“You feel… oh, Dillon… so good!”

His hands were all over my body, touching and caressing, teasing and pleasuring me, but they couldn’t claim my attention. Again, and again, he thrust that mighty cock into me, my whole world revolving around the incredible pleasure it was giving me and the wild reality of what we were doing.

Rocking my hips up and down, meeting his every thrust, I pulled on Dillon's ass, hungry to feel him flood my depths. The motion of my hips caused the tip of his cock to dig into my G-spot, a sensation I’d never felt before, and my eyes flew open wide, a silent scream of pleasure on my lips as a massive orgasm wracked my body.

“Oh god, I’m cumming,” Dillon said, and when he tried withdrawing his cock from my clutching pussy before flooding me with his seed, I locked my legs around his hips, unable to formulate the words to beg him to cum in me.

I stared up into Dillon’s face, watching it twist in blissful agony as he shuddered above me. My heart filled with love and joy, even as he filled my pussy with his cum. I could feel the strong blasts that started a deep trembling orgasm in the center of my being, radiating out to my extremities.

His brilliant blue eyes were locked on mine, trembling smiles on our lips, and we gently touched one another, relishing the moment.

“That was incredible,” Dillon said, “Thank you.”

“Mhmm,” I sighed, wiggling further beneath him and lodging his softening cock deeper in me, unwilling to let him go just yet, “that was the best sex I’ve ever had… are you sure it was your first time?”

“I swear,” Dillon said, laughing gently, “I worried I might die a virgin.”

Kissing him gently, I stroked his back and then whispered in his ear, flexing my pussy wall as I did and feeling his dick respond.

“You’re not done yet, you rock star,” kissing his neck lightly, I nipped it with my teeth, causing him to hiss in a sharp breath, his dick turning hard again within me, “Show Nancy the same loving attention you gave me… please?”

“You women are wild,” Dillon said, sitting up and looking over at Nancy, “not that I’m complaining.” He added with a grin.

“I certainly hope not,” Nancy said, twisting on the couch and bending at the waist, presenting her small firm ass up in the air, “Now… are you going to sit there staring all night? Or are you going to shove that big young dick in my tiny little pussy?”

There was no hint of shyness in Nancy as she reached between her legs and parted her tight lips with a wet sound. Whether it was the words or the open invitation, Dillon was on his knees behind the woman in a heartbeat, sliding his hands down her slender body. By his expression, he still didn’t quite believe what was happening and glanced over at me with a look of concern.

I knew what he was worried about, and to be honest, I’d been worried about it myself, without even realizing it. To my shock, though, no jealousy or envy appeared as he touched her, nor when I saw his gorgeous cock grow hard as her slender fingers slid up it. Instead, I felt my own desire match theirs.

I’d never enjoyed watching porn the time or two I’d seen it. However, watching Dillon press his young dick into my older friend's wet sex, my hand slipped between my legs. Trailing gentle fingers through our combined juices, I hissed in pleasure as they grazed my engorged clit. Dillon grinned back, and then looked back down at Nancy just as the MILF pushed her hips back, pussy gobbling down his cock.

Nancy’s face was turned towards me, pressed on the couch cushion, eyelids fluttering and lips writhing as she grunted her pleasure in short sharp bursts as she took Dillon’s dick deeper and deeper.

“Nancy… fuck, you’re tight…” Dillon said, biting his bottom lip as he sawed his dick in and out of her, pulling the walls of her tight pussy and causing Nancy to groan all the louder.

“NGGGHHHH….. NGGGHHHH…. SOOOOO…. BBBIIIIGGGGGG… FUUCCKKK MEEE!!!”

They had forgotten I even existed as the lust took them both. Dillon went from gripping Nancy’s slender hips to slapping her small ass with one hand, causing the woman to lift up, back arched as she cried out in pleasure. He reached up with his other hand, cupping her round firm breast, holding her tiny body against his, his nose pressed into her dark hair as she reached back, fingers laced in his hair as she held him to her.













Chapter 10









I’d never watched anything so beautiful and magical in my life. They were both so gorgeous, so passionate and intense. Not only could I feast on the sight of them, but I could also remember how glorious Dillon’s hard cock felt inside, and I matched my flickering fingers to his powerful thrusts. My orgasm rolling through me at the same time Nancy shuddered and cried out, her nails digging into Dillon’s arm as she clutched him.

He never stopped pounding into her, his thrusts long and powerful, and the older woman’s head lolled to the side, a slack-jawed smile on her lips as her dreamy eyes met mine and she mouthed something I couldn’t make out. She was like a rag-doll in the young man's arms as he hammered into her, and then his hips were faltering, and he pulled his big dick out of Nancy, the wet sounds of their sex cutting off as she gave a moan of disappointment.

Reaching down, an intense look of pleasure on his face, Dillon grabbed his cock, about to stroke it off, I guessed. He didn’t even have a chance to wrap his fingers around it before Nancy spun around, pushing him back as she latched her lips over his cum covered cock. Sucking her own juices off him, and moaning as she did, I saw her throat working as she swallowed down his massive load, a small bead of pearlescent cum leaking out the corner of her lips and dripping off her chin.

“Holy…” Dillon seemed at a loss for words as he fell back onto the couch, drawing in deep breaths.

Nancy sat back, wiping the small drip of cum with one finger and pushing it into her lips where she sucked it off. Unable to keep away from that sweet-tasting fluid, I joined her on the couch, kneeling against her and smiling as she passed two fingers covered in his cum over and teased my lips, letting me lick them and suck them clean.

“That’s fucking hot,” Dillon said, watching us and grinning.

“Don’t you think Amanda’s tits are perfect?” Nancy said to Dillon, hefting one large breast and planting a soft kiss on the big pink nipple, causing me to shiver and grin. “I’ve always wanted to do this.”

Looking up at me, she sucked the nipple into her mouth, tongue teasing the nubbin until it was firm. Clutching the back of her head, I sighed in pleasure, feeling warmth spreading throughout my being as she nursed. Reaching down, I let my fingers trail over her almost perfect breasts, grazing the hard-little nipples.

Reaching down, it turned out we both had the same thought. Our fingers touched each other's sexes at the same time, and we smiled at one another. It would have been enough to make love to this woman whom I cared so much about, but with Dillon right there, it added another layer of heightened pleasure to the experience that pushed it beyond what I’d imagined.

In moments, we were laying down on the couch, bodies pressed to one another’s hands lightly touched each other's soft skin, each with fingers teasing the other. A heavy body pressed against my back, and I grinned into my kiss with Nancy. She broke it off, and she shifted, then I felt her kissing Dillon over my shoulder as his steely hard cock pushed between my butt cheeks.

There was a moment of panic where I wondered what I would do if he tried to invade my tightest hole. I’d never even dreamed I’d be capable of such a thing, but for this brilliant young man, I found myself willing, almost eager to see how far he could push me. I still breathed a sigh of relief when he adjusted himself, and his cock slipped between my thighs and into my weeping sex.

Nancy’s fingers slid to either side of that mighty tool as it worked its way into me, and then I felt her lips on my nipples and Dillon’s hands on my hips as he pulled me back against him. We were a precarious group on the narrow couch, but after a second, Dillon found a steady rhythm as he pounded me down into the cushions.

I held onto my friend, my attention wavering away from my teasing fingers as Dillon’s thrusting dick sent me to new heights of pleasure. Doggy style has always been my favorite position, and though this wasn’t precisely that, he was still hitting most of my special spots. More, even with his thickness and length, than I’d felt before, and I was soon screaming into the cushion as my orgasm rocked me.

Rolling slightly, I pulled Nancy under me and shifted my hips forward, trapping her legs in front of mine. Grinning down at her, I winked before looking back over my shoulder.

“Fuck her,” I said, feeling wild as I said the dirty words, “fuck her tiny little pussy… and this time, let her feel you shoot that tasty cum inside her.”

“Yes!” Nancy said, “Please, baby… I need it… I need to feel you in me again.”

The look on Dillon’s face was like a kid on Christmas morning, as he stared at our two pussies and asses bent and waiting for him. Pulling out of me, I felt Nancy rock beneath me as he thrust into her. As my friend and I kissed and held one another, Dillon alternated between us, driving us all to the heights of pleasure as one. When he came within Nancy, she shuddered beneath me, arms hugging me tight as her own massive orgasm was triggered.

We collapsed on the couch, sweaty, tired, and more than a little disbelieving in what we’d done. No words were spoken, but shy smiles and gentle touches were shared between all three of us. As we began to cool down, things got slightly awkward, but then Nancy wiped it all away when she stood and stretched, then turned to grin down at Dillon and me.

“I feel better than I have in years…” shaking her head, I caught a hint of emotion in her voice, “Honestly, this is better than all the therapy I’ve been doing.”

“Is everything ok?” Dillon asked, his genuine concern obviously touched Nancy, for she turned away from us, hurriedly beginning to dress and tried to mask the movements as she wiped her eyes dry.

“Everything’s fine!” she said with false brightness, “How could I complain after the greatest night of my life? Life’s just perfect.”

Standing, I rested a hand on my friends back, causing her to stop her frantic movements. When she turned to look at me, her face crumpled into sadness, and I folded her into my arms, where she sobbed heavily. Looking over, I saw a poleaxed look on Dillon’s face and a growing fear there.

“Forgive me,” Nancy said, stepping back and wiping her eyes clean, “I must seem like a crazy woman.”

“Not at all,” I said, throwing a pointed look at Dillon over her shoulder.

“Not at all!” He said quickly at my prompting.

“Let's get you home,” I said, as I started pulling on my own clothes, feeling a touch awkward as I did.

“I can’t thank you both enough,” Dillon said once he’d pulled on his pants, rubbing the back of his head, “this was… honestly, I don’t know what this was… other than a dream come true.”

“I agree,” Nancy said, sniffling, “God, I’m such a mess.”

“You’re gorgeous,” Dillon said, and the open honesty in his voice made the compliment hit all the harder.

Nancy smiled warmly, extricating herself from my arms and drew Dillon into a warm hug, kissing him soundly on the lips before releasing him. Slipping in behind her, I gave him a quick hug and tried for just a peck on the lips. There was still a roaring fire of desire within me, barely slackened by our wild evening, and it took all of my willpower to break free of those firm lips and muscular arms.

Hurrying to the car, we waved goodbye as we drove away. It was late evening as I drove across town to the country club to drop Nancy off. The two of us were silent the entire drive, lost in our own thoughts and a slight awkwardness forming between us.

Parking out front of her house, I shut off my car and turned in my seat. Nancy was staring, in her lap, at her fingers as they twisted her keys back and forth. I let a long minute pass before speaking, and Nancy reached out and took my hand in hers, offering me a gentle smile.

“What is it?” I asked, when I saw the tension around her eyes, “I just want you to know… I loved tonight… far more than I thought I would. And I meant my promise, nothing will come between us.”

“It’s not that,” Nancy said with a light laugh, “Jesus, Manda, it was all so incredible… and that young man.” The woman gave a shudder of pleasure that drew a frown of curiosity to my lips.

“What is it then?” I asked.

“I realized,” she said with a sad shake of her head, “that I can no longer stay married to that man. Not for another week. Not for another day.”

“It’s about time,” I said with a grin, “I’ve been waiting for you to divorce him for years.”

“I know,” she said with a small laugh, “but the idea of being alone again… it’s terrifying to me. Paralyzing.”

“And now?”

“Now I can’t see the point in wasting another minute in a loveless marriage… He’s going to be world-famous,” Nancy said, and I knew exactly who she meant. “Once it’s out there, there will be no taking it back and if he isn’t ready for it, if we haven’t prepared him… it might destroy his entire life.”

“What are you talking about?” I asked.

“You’re turning him into a rock star, Mandy,” Nancy said, “What happens when he actually becomes one? What happens when he goes on tour, and every woman and girl in the world throws themselves at his feet? What happens when a roadie introduces him to hard drugs to replace the thrill he can’t find when he’s off-stage?”

“I haven’t really thought about it,” I said, feeling more than a little disturbed.

I’d grown up loving rock and following bands closely. The number of stories of musicians that had been ruined by sex, drugs, and partying was countless. I could easily see how Dillon could be led astray, especially in this day and age of designer drugs and insta-sluts.

“I have,” Nancy said, shifting in her seat and gripping my hand harder, “and I’ve done some research into it too. Before tonight I wouldn’t have thought us capable of it… but now… maybe.”

“What is it?” I asked, feeling excited and nervous at the same time.

“I think you already know,” Nancy said with a knowing smile, “and I think you’re even more eager than me.”

“I’m not,” I said defensively and then blushed, glancing down and nodding finally, “God help us, Nance, what we’re contemplating… assuming Dillon is ok with it… it's so sinful.”

“He might need a little easing into the idea,” Nancy said with a grin, pulling out her phone, she set the new song she’d just recorded that night to play, and I felt goosebumps pop out all over my skin. “Imagine him on stage before thousands of screaming fans… He’s going to be the next Elvis… He’s going to change the world.”

“And we’ll be there to help,” I said, grinning, “guiding him on the path. Witness to his glory.”

I drove off, feeling more hopeful about the future than I had in years. I would message Dillon when I got home and let him know that Nancy was ok, just overcome with positive emotions. Precisely what the future would hold for me, I didn’t know, but one thing was sure, all I wanted was to hear more of that magical music and be near the incredible young genius who made it.
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Chapter 11









I got home from Nancy’s house and threw myself in bed without showering, unwilling to wash the smell of Dillon off me. Burrowing under the covers, I couldn’t help but feel like a teenager who’d slipped out after curfew and snuck back in—the feeling of having broken the rules warring with recent memories of such incredible bliss.

As I drifted off to sleep, I saw a notification blinking on the phone that I’d missed earlier. Opening it up, I saw a text from my daughter, Heather.

Heather: Mom, Jen and I are obsessed with Dillon’s music. She wanted to come over this weekend so we could go hear him play, I hope that’s ok

Heather: also, he finally unblocked me, and I added him, thank you!!!!

As I drifted off to sleep, my mind played wicked images of Heather and her cute friend Jen in wild situations with a particular musician. I woke several times in a cold sweat, vivid images dancing through my head as old stories of rock star’s and groupies, mixed with my own fantasies.

That morning I woke an hour early, feeling groggy but unable to sleep anymore, I went for a jog. It wasn’t until I took a cold shower, shivering beneath the icy waters, that I managed to get a handle on my wild imagination.

Wednesdays are always busy at work, and I wasn’t looking forward to it while I was so sleepy. When I showed up, Nancy was waiting for me in the parking lot with a tall coffee. I yawned, smiling gratefully as I accepted it from her.

“Before we go in,” she said, a nervous grin on her face, “I just wanted to tell you again how much I loved and needed last night. It was the most wonderful time that I can ever remember having, and the sex!” Linking her arm in mine, she steered me towards the building, continuing in a whisper, “I have to confess that I made arrangements to see Dillon on our lunch break.”

“Nancy!” I said, shocked and amused.

“I know,” she said, drawing me to a stop before going in, “but it’s not what you think. I’m just taking him to get a cell phone and some clothes. My friend, who works in A&R, emailed me back last night while we were… you know… and she’s willing to get on a plane today. I plan to bring it up with Dillon and see if he will meet with her. I could use some emotional and actual support, though.”

“Count me in,” I said.

“Count us in for what?” Asked a cheerful voice from behind, surprising me.

Dr. Kelley Lansing was a new dentist that had recently joined the rotation at our offices. She was beautiful, young, and was continually pestering Nancy and me to hang out.

“We’re going shopping at lunch,” Nancy said, a speculative look on her face as she took in the young redheaded dentist, “Heading down to the mall, grab some lunch and hit up a few stores. We might be a little late, if that’s ok with you, Dr. Lansing?”

“Don’t worry about it,” Kelly said with a bright smile, “I might join you once I’m out of surgery. It’s good to get out of the office for a few hours mid-week. Keeps things fun. So, you ladies get up to anything interesting last night?”

“Just music lessons,” I said, tripping on a crack that didn’t exist and feeling my cheeks burn.

“Sounds boring,” Dr. Lansing said with a little frown, then turning a hopeful smile on Nancy said, “Did you get up to anything wild?”

“On a Tuesday?” Nancy scoffed, her performance was nearly flawless, but I felt her gaze as it passed over me, the fire in it igniting my own spark, and I found myself turned on, something powerfully as we filed into the small break room.

With memories of my best friend and I in the throes of wild passion only the night before at the front of my mind, combined with being in such a mundane setting as our office break room, added an extra layer of excitement that I wasn’t prepared for. Not to mention the wickedness of our lover being only nineteen years old, added to the illicit nature of everything, heightening it further.

The rest of the morning flew by, punctuated now and then by the moment's Nancy and I passed one another, trading secret smiles with one another, or brushing fingers as we passed. Once I even stood, talking to another dental assistant, as Nancy drew supplies out of a closet. Drifting back ever so slightly, I let my ass brush hers, just grazing it, but the touch sent a thrill down my spine.

I had just hung up my coat when Dr. Lansing swept past me and paused to flash a bright smile.

“My surgery got canceled, I’ll see you both at the mall after I hit up the gym!”

I opened my mouth to say something, anything to dissuade her from showing up, nervous about being caught with Dillon out in public, but she was gone before I could, and I was left to stew in quiet nervousness until I met Nancy at her car.

“Why did you tell Dr. Lansing we would be at the mall? Now she’s going to meet us there, and I don’t want her catching us with Dillon.”

“Why not?” She asked, and the blunt question gave me pause, “It’s not like either of us is his mother, and he’s an adult, even if he is young enough to be my son. I don’t see anything wrong with what we did.”

“Do you want everyone at the office to know about it?” I asked with a frown, “I loved last night as much as you did, but I’m not about to go advertising it to the world.”

“You’re right,” Nancy said, frowning, “I guess I wasn’t really thinking about work. Maybe I’ll just quit.”

“You can’t quit!” I said, feeling genuine dismay, “Then I’ll be all alone with these vultures.”

“I’ve never needed the money,” Nancy said with a shrug as she pulled out of the parking lot, her Tesla doing most of the driving, thank God, “it’s just nice to stay busy. If I’m going to be Dillon’s agent-.”

“Agent?” I said in amusement, “When did this happen?”

“I’ve been thinking about it all morning,” she said excitedly, “Ever since I read that email and realized this is actually happening.” The echo of Dillon’s words the night before caused us both to blush and glance at one another with shy little smiles, “You know what I mean. Mandy, there is an actual record exec coming here Friday. I’m mean, yeah, she’s an old friend, but the job’s legit. And once she hears Dillon play and sing… She’s going to sign him.”

“We have to talk about this with Dillon,” I said, “it’s all great to dream and wish and everything. But it’s his life, and even if he decides to sign himself up for the dream, he might not want to mix… you know with… you know.”

“Business with pleasure?” Nancy said with a smirk, “For one of the most uninhibited women I’ve ever been with, you can be quite the prude at times.”

“One of?” I asked in confusion, “But last night, you said it was your first time.”

“My first threesome,” Nancy said, reaching over and gripping my hand, “Honey, I went to Barnard… you don’t honestly think I could have gotten out of there without being seduced by at least one liberal arts major, did you?”

I laughed in amusement, and shook my head, “It was my first time… for both.”

“Are you still feeling ok about it?” Nancy asked me, her look of concern touching me deep inside.

“I am,” I said, “surprisingly… or perhaps not surprisingly… he does something to me.”

“Me too,” Nancy said, “I’m not saying I want to be his agent, or even that I’d be a good one for him. I know television and a bit about movies, but not much about music contracts. He’s going to need someone in his corner when they start waving around checks, diamond necklaces, and car keys.”

“Can you see Dillon in a diamond necklace?” I asked, suppressing a laugh and snorting.

“I guess that’s a pretty ridiculous thought,” Nancy said, chuckling more at my snorts of laughter than the joke.













Chapter 12









We were both laughing as she pulled into the narrow curving driveway at the end of the street. Dillon ran out as soon as we pulled in, wearing a simple white t-shirt and blue jeans. A week before, my eyes might have passed over him a dozen times without noticing him, as I’m sure most would, but once I’d heard the sweet sound of his music, and that deep, strong voice… something had clicked within me, and I couldn’t help but notice him now. The sight of him was all wrapped up in the charisma he showed when lost in a song, and an unknowable quality that made me crave the ability to know what he was thinking.

“This is a beautiful car Ms. Stevens,” Dillon said when he slipped into the backseat, feeling at the plush white leather with a delighted grin.

“Ms. Stevens?” Nancy snarled like an angry cat, turning a raised eyebrow on him, “Really?”

“Sorry, Nancy,” Dillon said with a faint red in his cheeks, then added with a grin, “At least I didn’t call you ma’am.”

“You’re not that cruel,” I said with a smile, “how’s your morning going?”

“I’ve been distracted,” Dillon said with a lopsided smile.

“Us too,” Nancy said, flashing a sexy grin in the mirror as the car slowly backed us down the driveway.

“I didn’t mean that,” Dillon said, his faint blush deepening, “Or not only that. I wrote a couple songs this morning. I couldn’t sleep after… you know, and just lay in bed for hours until I decided to look up some guitar players on YouTube. There are some amazing players. I got lost on this one kids' page for hours… kinda got inspired by that.”

“Who did you watch?” I asked.

“I’ll have to check on my laptop. I forget his name, but he’s a young Korean kid who plays with this style… fingerpicking something.”

“I think it’s just called fingering,” I said, my own cheeks blushing a deep red.

“You’re going to have to show me this fingering you learned,” Nancy said, her grin now positively wicked as she shifted in her seat.

“Which one?” Dillon said, his matching grin causing me to laugh along with him.

The parking garage was empty when we pulled in, and I almost asked Nancy why she drove up to the second floor, but then I saw all of the dark little alcoves tucked away on the upper floors. Those places would typically seem so dangerous when I was here alone, but now I just saw private little places where we might get up to no good.

Nancy pulled into a spot way in the back and shut off the engine. There was a half-second of tension as she and I looked at one another, the same thought on both our minds, our hips wiggling in excitement. Then Dillon had the door open and was out of his seat and walking into the lit parking garage before either of us could speak.

We shared frowns of disappointment that caused me to laugh, seeing what ridiculous sex mad cougars we were acting like. Climbing out of the car, I grabbed my purse and straightened my outfit. It was a conservative top and long skirt, perfect for the office, and one of my favorites. I found myself wishing I’d dressed in something that hugged my physique a bit when I noticed Dillon’s eyes trailing up and down Nancy’s form, in her skintight skirt and top.

The woman always dressed in the most elegant couture outfits that set off her surgically enhanced body to best effect. I found myself appreciating her swaying hips as well, as she walked a few feet before us, heels clicking on the pavement. Flashing a grin and wink back at us, Nancy strutted like a proud rooster with our gazes on her.

The mall was empty on a weekday afternoon, and I cursed inwardly that there would be no crowds to hide us from Kelly if she came looking. I didn’t feel self-conscious walking beside the young man, just the opposite, in fact. It felt strange to me that no one knew that a true genius walked amongst them.

“You wanted to come to the mall for lunch?” Dillon asked, looking around with a frown.

“Eat? Here?” Nancy said with an incredulous snort, “Hardly. We’ll grab something on the way back. We’re here to get you a new cell phone.”

“Ms. Stevens, that’s far too kind of you,” he said stopping in place, a pained expression on his face, “You’ve both been so nice to me, but I can’t accept such generosity.”

I’d had enough of this foolish pride and grabbed his wrist, dragging him over to one of the benches set between some ferns against a wall.

“Sit,” I said, pointing at the bench, and he sat, slowly frowning up at me.

I felt a flush of pleasure to see the strength in him, but it was time we got some things straight.

“You remember what Nancy spoke of last night? About you playing your music for the world?”

“She was just joking,” he said with an easy smile, “it’s a nice dream, but stuff like that doesn’t just happen to people. You have to get super lucky, and I don’t know… be gorgeous, wise, and cool, like Beyonce or something.”

“I did this for a living,” Nancy said, “Once upon a time, and I was good at it. I won’t pretend to know anything about music, but I know when someone has it, that star quality that makes people take notice of them, and you have it.”

“I really don’t,” Dillon said, the easy joking manner was gone, and a frown of annoyance replacing the smile, “If that was true, I wouldn’t have been treated like shit all throughout high school.”

“You trust the opinions of idiotic kids over us?” I asked, causing him to frown.

“Look,” he said, “I just know, what I know. You’re both lovely, but I don’t think you can just say that I’m going to be some rock star or something, and that’s that. I love to play, hell, if there is something deeper than love, then that’s what I feel when I am making music, but there’s nothing particularly special about it.”

“Just humor me for a moment,” Nancy said, sitting down beside him and taking his hand in hers, “Say it was possible. Say, tomorrow you could press a button and go make music for a living. Would you do it?”

“In a heartbeat,” he said quickly.

“With everything that comes with it?” I asked, knowing he hadn’t given it full thought, “Think of the life, and the lifestyle you would have to lead.”

He sat there for long moments, face thoughtful before looking up. Those brilliant blue eyes regarding us with quiet strength.

“Honestly, it’s always been a dream of mine. But I couldn’t deal with all the stuff that would come with it.”

“What if you had help?” Nancy asked, “People you trusted that could handle all of that?”

“Except your money,” I said firmly, “You should always make sure you’re the only person signing your checks. I learned that much watching Behind the Music.”

“Yea, VH1 taught everyone that lesson. I guess that wouldn’t be so bad,” Dillon said, “but who could I ask to sign up for all of that?”

“If you want me to, I can represent you in contract deals or any negotiations you have.” Nancy said, “I wouldn’t take a percentage, and I’d make sure to get you the best deal possible.”

“You’d be willing to do that?” Dillon asked, slightly taken aback.

“Are you kidding?” Nancy said with a grin, “Honey, what do you think this whole conversation is about? We’re trying to help you see that not only will you be a major success, but Amanda and I want to help you get there. Any way we can.”

“Ok,” he said, nodding slightly, a small grin on his lips, “let's do it.”

“You mean it?” I asked.

“This is all hypothetical, right?” Dillon asked with a crooked grin, “You don’t honestly think I would become some big rock star. I mean… I was a nerd in school.”

“You really don’t know anything,” I said, shaking my head, reaching down I grabbed his wrist and hauled him to his feet and started leading up to the stairs. “Come with me, I’m going to prove something to you.”

“Amanda?” Nancy asked, hurrying up and joining us, as I led the way to the second floor.

She saw where I was headed almost immediately and flashed me a curious look, but I just replied with a wink. The mall was mostly empty, but I hoped there would be enough people to prove my point. Walking with purpose, I led the two of them into the large music supply store.

“What are we doing here?” Dillon asked curiously.

“You’re going to play an electric guitar,” I said. “Right here in the middle of the store.”

“That doesn’t seem very polite,” Dillon said with a grin, “I wouldn’t want to force anyone to hear-.”

“Fucking poser,” came a snide voice from behind the counter, where a tall, lanky fellow with a ratty beard and a full sleeve of tattoos stood up, crossing his arms, “Rock music ain’t about polite, boy, it’s about shredding your fucking soul for the world to hear. And in my store, I got a rule, if you don’t have the balls to play, then get the fuck out.”
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I felt my back stiffen at his tone and was about to open my mouth and give the young ruffian a piece of my mind when Nancy gripped my elbow, her look warning me to silence. Dillon was frowning at the tall man, and it looked like he wasn’t sure if he should be offended or impressed.

The tall man stepped from around the counter, pulling up a green bodied electric guitar and slinging the strap over his shoulder. He reached down and plugged it into a small amp and then stood with an arrogant stance as he stared daggers at Dillon.

My eardrums felt under assault when he started wailing on the strings. The man thrashed his head as he let loose with a guitar solo that sounded like a poor imitation of Mike McCready. It was better than I thought it would be, but he couldn’t maintain the tempo for long and before getting to a problematic bridge finished with a big flourish.

“Well, kid?” The man asked with a pugnacious attitude.

“I don’t want to offend you,” Dillon began with more than a little hesitation, causing the guy to snort in derision.

“Offend me? Get the fuck out of my store man, offend me… lady, if you have any sense in that vapid looking head of yours, you’ll teach this kid-.”

Dillon had never seemed the least bit threatening to me, but suddenly we were all too aware of his whipcord strength as he stepped before the bearded man and held up one finger in warning. His arm was corded in muscles and vascularity from hours and hours of hard work on his farm. I couldn’t see his expression, but from the reaction of the man, the warning was clear. The guy held up his arms and backed away slightly.

“Hey man, no fighting here,” the guy said with wary eyes, “you got beef, put it in the guitar.”

It didn’t make any sense whatsoever to me, and I tried not to show how pleased I was that Dillon had moved to defend my honor. The boy nodded and reached out, taking the guitar from the tall man and slipping it over his shoulder. I stepped around to get a better view of him, Nancy pressing herself to my side as she did the same. We were huddled near the side of the counter, hands clasped together, both nervous and anxious.

I was surprised to see fierce excitement on Dillon’s face, almost an animal thrill as he held the electric guitar. Grasping the neck, his smile turned almost feral when he heard the feedback from the amp and, without hesitation, slashed the strings with his fingers.

Nancy and I would debate after, if it were the shop owner who swore first or us, but one thing we both agreed on was he was the only one who cried. Dillon’s anger was channeled into the instrument, along with his curiosity, all funneled by his immeasurable talent.

His first slash of the guitar sent out a powerful wave of sound followed by quick hard, angry chung, chung, as he glanced at the neck, finding different cords and linking them. The anger bled into curiosity and the rock into a blues style with hard rock elements as he began to work vibrato into the notes. All of this registered only in the back of my mind, the rest of my being was lifted into soaring heavens of sound.

I wasn’t the only one transported by his magical music. The shop owner, at first amused and then annoyed, soon stared in awe at the kid who was obviously picking up an electric guitar for the first time and learning with a rapidity in front of him that seemed impossible.

The man turned to Nancy and me, with a questioning frown as if to ask if this was some kind of joke. But our attention was riveted on Dillon as he stood with one foot forward, rocking on his heels in time with the beat, head hanging down as he freestyled.

In total, it lasted maybe twenty seconds, but when Dillon ceased playing, the echo of those notes seemed to hang in the air. I closed my eyes, trying to memorize them, cursing myself for not recording it.

“Now this is crazy,” came a familiar voice from just behind me, surprising me for the second time that day, “a rock star in our little mall? Who is he?” The last was whispered, and from her excited and slightly vapid tone, I knew who it was immediately.

“Dr. Lansing?” I asked in shock, turning to see the pretty little blonde in yoga pants and a pink sports top right behind me.

The woman started to speak, but I’d stopped paying attention to her. Behind Nancy and me, the small music store and wide walkway outside was filled with roughly three dozen people, all staring at Dillon as if spellbound, faces open and almost wild with joy. I feared if I’d looked in a mirror a few moments before I’d have looked exactly like that.

Dillon was just noticing the large crowd that had gathered, and instead of being anxious or frightened, as I feared he might, he stood even straighter, head tilting back and his eyes taking on that flashing power I’d seen a few times now. There was a collective sigh from those who’d gathered, causing a chill to run down my spine.

“Who are you?!” One girl called from the back, pushing forward, her eyes slightly wild, grin almost feral, “Can I have an autograph!”

“Me too!” Cried a woman in her middle years from nearby, pushing forward, “Do you have an album? iTunes? FACEBOOK?!”

“Can I get a selfie?”

“Will you play another song?!”

“Play more!”

The crowd started to press in, and I grew alarmed, when someone shoved me into the counter hard, I began to become scared. Cries from all around turned to screams of excitement and joy, but it was all chaos, and I felt Nancy pulled out of my hand, bodies pressing in all around as the crowd swarmed forward.

I couldn’t see anything over all the people now pressing me in, and when someone grabbed me around the waist I tried to fight them off, but then saw it was Dr. Lansing and she was pulling me to the side of the shop where Nancy waved me into a dark space. Scrambling through pressing bodies, we slipped in, and the Dr. threw the door closed, cutting off the sounds of the crowd.

“Dude, you can fucking shred!” The shop owner's voice drew us around the corner of a narrow hallway and into a surprisingly large space. One wall was thick glass with a bank of electronic equipment set on a low desk before the glass wall and large cabinets along another.

Dillon was straightening his shirt and pants, which looked like they’d been nearly ripped off him. His searching eyes found us, and relief flooded his face when he saw that we were safe. Pushing aside the store owner, he drew Nancy and me into a big hug, both of us sighing in pleasure as we wrapped our arms around his waist. If we’d been alone, we might have gotten up to something wicked, as his music was still working its magic within us.

Remembering where we were suddenly, I stepped back, my cheeks blushing a deep shade of red when I glanced at the doctor. She was looking from Nancy and me, to Dillon with raised eyebrows and a small smile tugging at her lips.

“Honestly, man, I’ve never heard anything like that,” there was a pounding on the door, and a couple people could be heard faintly shouting.

“I’m sorry about your shop,” Dillon said, glancing at the door, “I didn’t mean for any of that to happen.”

“It was my fault,” the guy said with a sheepish shrug, “I’m a fucking asshole. I’m Matt, nice to meet you dude,” when Dillon glanced at a particularly loud pounding, Matt waved it away, “Don’t worry about that, I’ve made sure my studio is bulletproof. They’ll wander away in a few.”

“You have a studio?” Nancy asked with keep interest as she extricated herself from Dillon’s arm.

“State of the art,” Matt said with a knowing smile, “I’m willing to rent it out too,” he eyed Dillon up and down, “If you’ve got tracks to lay down kid, I’ll engineer it for free. We could make something magical.”

“Where is this place?” Dillon asked, looking around, “I’ve never seen it in the mall.”

“I rented the space next door and boarded it up,” the guy said with a grin, “I make more renting the wall as advertising than I do in my music shop. It’s kinda sad.”

“Then why do you have a secret studio?” I asked.

“It’s only secret to the plebes,” Matt said with that arrogant attitude of his again, “There is a back staircase that leads into the garage.”

“I think we’re going to need that to get back to our car,” Nancy said, reaching into her purse, she pulled out a business card and handed it to Matt, “I’m Dillon’s agent, he isn’t signed yet but execs are circling. If you’re serious about studio time, then we can hold rights to the masters if we lay them down quick.”

“We?” Matt said, licking his lips nervously.

“Producers typically get 15%?” Nancy said with a frown, “Of course Dillon retains the rights to approve whatever’s released under this name. If the production should prove less than excellent.”

“I get it,” Matt said with a frown, “If it sucks, you can burn the copies. It’s not going to suck though; I could make dog shit sound like Sinatra. It’s a deal. Follow me.”

He led us to the back of his storage room, where a narrow steel staircase led down to an emergency door that let out into the parking garage. With a final shake of Dillon’s hand, the tall man headed back in to check on his shop.
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The four of us were left standing around awkwardly in the dark parking garage. Dr. Lansing was staring at the three of us with a knowing smile, and I flinched when she opened her mouth, but she didn’t say what I feared.

“I parked outside on the other side of the mall,” she smiled hopefully, “do you think you could give me a ride?”

“Sure,” Nancy said as she slung her purse on her arm, cool as a cucumber as she started searching for her car. “Dillon, this is Dr. Lansing. She’s one of the dentists at our practice.”

“Kelly,” the pretty redhead said, twisting one ankle behind herself and pressing her firm breasts up into Dillon’s face, “Please, just call me Kelly… you were amazing, Dillon. I’ve never seen a better guitar player.”

“Thank you,” he said, not quite sure how to take her forwardness, “playing the electric was different… but it felt right.”

“We need to get you one to practice with,” I said, as we walked after Nancy, “do you believe me now?”

“Yea,” he said sheepishly, “it was wild… like I could feel them… could feel them drawing in closer and closer… I don’t know how to explain it other than that.”

“And you loved it,” I said, hearing the deep emotions in his voice.

“I did,” he said, but it was soft, almost sad, “Maybe too much.”

“Everything comes with a price,” Kelly said, stepping up on Dillon’s other side, “You don’t get the soaring high of opiates, without violent, sometimes deadly withdrawals. Right now, you’re riding a wave of endorphins, adrenaline, and serotonin. Add to that, the alignment of the left and right hemispheres of your brain to form artistic perfection… You will begin feeling shaky and euphoric.”

“I do,” Dillon said in surprise.

“Here,” Kelly unslung her small gym bag and pulled out an energy bar, “Eat this, the glucose will help with the crash your experiencing. It’s not unlike shock, but because its impetus was such a powerful connection with a collective, you’ll never find anything close to its matching power and potency from illicit chemicals or pharmaceuticals.”

Nancy had stopped and turned around, staring at Kelly with the same surprised expression as me. She either didn’t notice or was willfully blind as she slipped an arm in Dillon’s, continuing to Nancy’s Tesla just ahead.

“You already know the only thing that can combat such profound euphoria and having a safe and stable outlet for such… energies and exertions, has always been beneficial to the artistic endeavor.”

“I’m not sure I understand what you mean,” Dillon said, his face puzzled.

Reaching out, I grabbed his arm, stopping him, the garage suddenly still and silent as our feet all came to rest.

“It was my fault that things got out of hand in the mall,” I said, raising my hand to quiet his interruption, “I suspected what might happen, if not to the level it did. Dillon, you see it now, don’t you?” My words were quiet, his brilliant blue eyes locked on mine, and he nodded.

“The moment I had them all… before things got crazy… I knew that’s what I was meant to do. But I can’t imagine doing it alone. I can’t go back to how things were a week ago… Nancy,” he said to her, “I want you to be my agent, then you should get the regular fees or pay or whatever. There’s only one thing I really care about, and that’s paying off my farm. If I can make enough from music to do that… well, then everything else is gravy.”

“You don’t really care about the money, though,” I said, seeing through his false bravado, “do you?”

He pressed his lips together, cheeks tinging a light pink before shaking his head lightly.

“What is it you really want?” Dr. Lansing asked, a curious little smile dimpling her cheeks.

“To play music… to feel the crowd…” Dillon trailed off, and I sensed he wasn’t being completely honest.

“Tell us the rest,” I said, voice so firm it drew a frown from Nancy, but because I was focused on Dillon, I saw the embarrassment and shame flit across his features quickly as he glanced at Dr. Lansing’s sexy little body. He saw me catch him looking, and before embarrassment could melt him on the spot, I stepped forward and grabbed his hand, gripping it in both of mine and speaking softer this time.

“We’re here for a reason Dillon, all of us… there is a purpose to it and what your music does… what you do when you sing… You have no idea what it does to me… to us… Nancy and I tried to show you last night, but even as wild as we got, it was a pale reflection…” I ignored Kelly quiet gasp, as Nancy’s smirk of satisfaction and went on.

“Tell us what really drives this incredible gift… tell us what you truly care about and want.”

“I can’t,” Dillon said, voice raw with emotion as he looked between the three of us. Face looking even more haunted in the harsh garage lighting, “It’s too shameful… what kind of man says that he doesn’t dream of having one wife? But of many? It’s greedy and sick.”

“It’s honest,” Nancy said, her arms folded beneath her breasts and hip cocked to the side.

“It’s possible,” Kelly said, then jumped a little as if surprised by her own voice, then when all eyes fell on her, she went on in a rush. “I mean, if any pony-tailed douchebag can wrangle himself a few coeds strumming an acoustic guitar on a stoop, you can get yourself a bevy of models clawing at your door.”

“Is that what you want?” I asked quietly, genuinely curious.

“No… I want you,” he said, sounding as if the words were torn out of him, “God help me, I want all three of you…”

“Forbidden,” Kelly said, stepping closer, her pink lips quirking in a playful smile, “that’s what the old books call it.”

“Call what?” Dillon asked with a frown.

“Harem,” Nancy said, moving up to his other side.

Suddenly I felt very warm, and space closed in around us as we backed Dillon up to the car. Nancy clicking a button on her remote and a gentle whir coming from the backseat.

“What are you talking about?” Dillon asked.

“Dillon, do you trust Nancy and me?” I asked, holding his gaze with mine.

“With my whole heart,” he said without hesitation, which melted me inside.

“Then just relax,” Nancy popped the rear door on her SUV open, and I saw with a thrill of pleasure that the backseat had folded flat and moved backward, leaving ample space in the darkened interior, “because we’re going to give you exactly what you need.”

With that, I gave the young man a light shove, which caused his legs to stop on the door jam and him to fall onto his butt inside the car. He looked up at me in surprise that turned to shock when I pulled Kelly in front of me and began pushing her down to her knees.

“Oh god,” the pretty redheaded doctor said, “you ladies are fucking crazy.”

“We are,” Nancy said with a fierce grin, “and you better be too if you want to join the harem… prove to him that you’re worthy, show him what his music meant to you.”

Kelly flashed us both grateful smiles and then smiled coquettishly at Dillon, who looked down at her from his propped elbows. The whole scene was crazy, with the doctor on her knees while Nancy and I stood over her. Glancing around the parking garage, I motioned Nancy around, and she grinned and skipped.

We could hear Kelly’s quiet murmurs of devotion to Dillon as she quietly told him how wild and powerful his music had been, how it had moved her, and put new sexy thoughts in her head. Opening the passenger door, Nancy and I slipped in, gripping each other's hand in excitement as we closed the door behind us.
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Dillon looked around in surprise, his eyes flaring with desire when they laid on us before turning back to Kelly.

“You know what the young man needs,” Nancy said as she moved behind Dillon on one side, “Relieve him… do it well, and we might have a place for you in the harem… or should I say entourage?”

“Jesus Christ,” Dillon said with a crooked grin as he turned to Nancy, “you ladies are insane!”

“Not insane,” I whispered in his other ear, goosebumps popping out on my skin as my breasts brushed against his back, “Just a little crazy…”

Kissing his neck, I grinned when he groaned in pleasure and heard his lips meet Nancy’s as the leather of belt through buckle sounded, and I watched as Kelly’s trembling fingers unbuckled the young man’s pants. Once she had the buckle free and began to shimmy the jeans down his legs, Nancy and I pulled him up into the car so she could crawl in and shut the door.

The situation should have felt as insane as it was, but strangely it felt comfortable, even more than that, it felt right. Nancy and I watched the pretty young doctor slip her hand delicately into the waistband of the young musician’s boxers and gasped in pleasant shock at what she found.

“I can’t believe this is happening,” Dillon said, turning to me, voice faint and breathless.

“This,” I said, motioning to Kelly who was even now pulling his boxers off his legs, and biting her bottom lip as she stared at his massive erection in wide-eyed desire, “would have happened if we were there or not… your music called to her… like it did us.”

“I felt it,” Dillon said with a shake of his head, “I don’t know how… God forgive me, I did.”

“You will draw them in,” Nancy said in between gentle kisses on his neck, her nails dragging up his stomach, as Kelly slid her hands slowly up his thighs, eyes intent on the object of her desire, “and we will bring them to you… so they might worship you properly… right, Dr. Lansing.”

“Ngh!” The pretty redhead replied wordlessly as she wrapped both hands around his cock, bent low over her knees and sliding her thin lips around the thick head without preamble. Her sucking mouth drawing Dillon in deeper than seemed possible in a second, causing him to throw his head back and groan out in surprised pleasure.

Turning Dillon’s head, I planted a kiss on his sweet lips, a thrill shooting down between my legs as he reached around and gripped me to him firmly. We were three mad women with the object of our obsession and lust in our grasp, and none of us had any desire to let him go until we’d wrung him dry and sated the wild appetite he’d sparked within us.

At first, watching the young doctor sucking Dillon, I felt a touch of envy that she was able to give him so much pleasure. She was certainly no novice like I was, and as I watched her work him over, I learned. Soon I was in awe of the pretty redhead's talents as she stroked him with both hands, fingers interlaced and coated in the slick saliva from the back of her throat. Her tongue sliding up and down the underside of his cock, causing Dillon to shiver each time she grazed a particular spot just beneath the tip that I memorized.

The sight was turning me on even more than it had the night before, watching Nancy go down on Dillon. One hand was between my legs, having popped the bottoms on my pants and slipped within my panties to slip within my wetness and tease my engorged clit.

“I need you, baby,” Kelly said in a rough whisper, shoving her yoga pants off and crawling up onto his bent legs.

“Oh fuck,” Dillon moaned, then lifting his head, he grinned down at Nancy, who he could see between his and Kelly’s bodies, as she licked the head of his cock and pressed it into the redheads slender little pussy.

The woman was tiny and athletic and had no problem contorting herself in the narrow space of the flattened backseat. Planting her feet on the seat, she did a squat over Dillon, his cock disappearing into her cleft in moments as she let out a great sigh of pleasure.

“Ahhhhh mhmmm,” bending forward, she planted a quick kiss on Dillon’s lips and then leaned back up, her hips riding him up and down, the wet sounds filling the inside of the car.

Reaching up, I helped Kelly pull her workout top over her head, her soft breasts jiggling with each thrust of her hips as they met Dillon’s. Cupping one of the breasts, I caressed it and felt Dillon’s hands pulling my ass forward. With a moan of pleasure, I felt his nose, and then questing tongue slide along my pussy, causing me to cry out in pleasure. My pants were still around one ankle and got hung up on the seat, so I was forced to hunch over awkwardly, but I barely noticed the contorted position, as pleasure rippled through me in waves, and Nancy pressed her thick lips to mine.

“Fuck, baby… oh god… I’m cumming… fuck baby, I’m cumming on your big dick,” Kelly groaned out, her ass slapping on Dillon’s thighs as she rode him hard.

Dillon couldn’t speak, too busy with my weeping sex as I ground it on his face, but I felt him stiffen beneath me, just as Kelly arched her back, head hitting the roof of the car as she gritted her teeth to keep from screaming out in pleasure.

The doctor collapsed onto me, and I guided her down to the white leather seat, slipping off Dillon’s face with a whimper of disappointment. I was vaguely aware of Nancy crawling into Dillon’s lap, kissing and cuddling the young man as she stroked him to stiffness once more. Most of my attention was on Kelly as she weakly pawed at me, pulling me into her arms.

“That… oh, sweet Jesus… that was incredible,” her eyes were a little wild as she twisted in my arms, sliding her fingers in my hairline and drawing my face to hers, “Amanda…I can’t tell you how grateful I am… it was the best… god.”

“I know,” I whispered into her lips, nipping her lips with mine and feeling a thrill of pleasure as the illicit touch, Dr. Lansing bit her bottom lip, grinning at me, “Trust me, I know.”

Her lips met mine a touch shyly, searching me out and then with growing passion as I relaxed into the kiss, my moan matching hers. I felt Kelly’s hands drawing the last of my clothing off as the seat rocked. Glancing over, we both grinned to see Nancy, now nude and riding Dillon’s raging hard-on with short hard little thrusts.

The boy stared at the sexy brunette with such intense passion that I felt my pussy quiver. Kelly had just turned in my arms, her hand slipping back behind her and down to tease my sex gently as we watched the two make love.

Dillon gave a growl, gripping Nancy’s narrow hips in his strong hands and rolled to his side. With a little yelp, the older brunette found herself on her back, pressed against Kelly. All three of us women were pushed back into the side of the car as Dillon fucked her into us with powerful thrusts.

Kelly slipped fingers in his hair and drew him into a kiss as I let my hands slide down Nancy’s body, caressing her firm breasts and stomach as she cried out in pleasure and gripped my arm.

“I’m… GGOOODDDD!!!!!!” Nancy came with a scream that made me nervous people two floors up or down could hear us, but she came so hard, and grew so sensitive that she had to push poor Dillon back and out of her with shaky hands, “Too much… oh, fuck honey… I want to watch you fuck Amanda.”

“Yes!” Said Dr. Lansing, her eyes afire with excitement, “Bend her over and take her you brilliant boy. Make this gorgeous MILF your slut!”

Dillon’s cock was throbbing and slick with Nancy’s cum, and all I wanted was to wrap my lips around it and taste that sweet seed again, but from the pained look on Dillon’s face and the rough hands that grabbed and twisted my ass towards him, it was my tight pussy he wanted.

Face down in the car seat and ass up, I groaned as I felt him shove himself deep within me in one hard thrust. Thoughts floated away as he drove into me again and again with forceful insistence, his girthy cock stretching me around him. My whole world revolved around the place where we were joined, and I was only vaguely aware of the guttural sounds coming out of me.

Hovering on the brink of a massive orgasm, my whole body tense with the mounting pleasure. I felt Dillon’s hips falter, and I shoved my hips back, meeting his broke rhythm until I felt the first powerful blast of cum deep within my womb. It set off a chain reaction within me that had me orgasming so hard that I think I lost consciousness for a few moments because when I finally came back to myself, Dillon was cuddled up to me, cupping one of my massive breasts in his hand. A look of pleasure on his face as Nancy and Kelly licked and sucked his cock clean.

“This… Jesus, this is unbelievable,” he said as he bit his bottom lip.

“This could be our new reality,” I said, snuggling closer to him and reaching down to stroke Nancy’s soft hair, guiding her head as she took him deep into her throat, “You could change the world with your music Dillon… or the fame, women, and drugs could ruin you… Instead, let us guide you, let us make sure you have everything you need to be the greatest musician this world has ever seen.”

“You have more faith in me than I do in myself,” Dillon said with a sigh, “but… mhmm Nancy, if you keep that up… oh god…”

Nancy moved up off his cock grinning and made way for Kelly’s hungry lips as she sucked him down deep, staring up at him and me with a burning intensity, her lips curling up in a slight grin.

“Give it to her baby,” Nancy whispered in his ear, her nails dragging up his thigh, “cum in that pretty mouth… Make her drink it all down!”

Dillon moaned, turning his head into me, our kiss gentle as he shuddered in orgasm, the sounds of Kelly’s swallowing mouth, licking and kissing up the last of his cum as she moaned in surprised pleasure at the sweet taste. Dillon sagged beneath our touch, a slow, tired smile on his lips, and I smiled down at him as I sat up, drawing my ankles beneath my butt.

“You’re too much,” Dillon said with a lazy grin, “but how could I say no? I think you’re all nuts. You know that, right?”

“Better crazy than boring,” Kelly said, lounging between the young man’s spread legs.

“I’ll agree to everything,” Dillon said, looking me straight in the eyes and reaching out to cup my cheek, “But only if you agree to be my manager. I couldn’t imagine doing all of this without you by my side, Amanda.”

“You’re serious?!” I asked, breathless with excitement, “We’re really going to do this?”

“Haven’t we already started?” Dillon asked with a crooked smile.

I threw my arms around his neck, kissing him soundly and then drew Nancy and Kelly into the hug as well. All four of us fell back onto the seat cushions, laughing and kissing. It would be another ten minutes before we managed to get dressed and out of the parking lot. And I very nearly forced myself on the brilliant boy again before we dropped him off at home.

“I’ll be back this afternoon to drop off a phone and show you how to set it up,” Nancy said, “Don’t think you’re getting out of this. Also, we have to meet tomorrow evening to go over social media strategy and schedule studio time and prep for our meeting on Friday.”

“I’ll be here,” Dillon said with a grin.

“And practice those exercises I showed you,” I called out as we started to back down the driveway, “and watch more videos!”













Chapter 16









I waved as we drove back to the office, feeling an emptiness growing in the center of my body the further we got. We were already late getting back and hadn’t had time to drop Kelly off at her car.

When we got to the office, there was an awkward moment in the car where we each situated our clothes and straightened our hair. Before we climbed out, Nancy turned around in the driver seat and grabbed both Kelly and my hands.

“We’re sisters now,” she said with a fierceness I’d never seen from her before, “for better or worse, we’re tied to that young man and he to us. Dr. Lansing, I don’t know what your situation is… all of this has been so sudden.”

“You can use the title inside,” Kelly said with a smile, “but call me Kelly when we’re outside the office. And anytime you want to do something like that again…” her grin was almost feral as she looked from Nancy to me, “You better invite me.”

“Deal,” I said with a grin.

“Friday,” Nancy said, “we’re taking Dillon to meet with a record exec… afterwards I was thinking of throwing a special party to congratulate him. If they don’t want to sign him, I’ll be surprised.”

“They will,” I said, feeling confident, “Once they hear him play, they’ll be salivating to sign him.”

“Hmmm, that’s true… perhaps you should come early then, Kelly,” Nancy said with a nod, “Morgan always was a randy bitch… I can’t guarantee she doesn’t jump Dillon the moment she hears him.”

“Jesus Christ,” Kelly said, staring between Nancy and me, “you were both serious back there… Ok, sign me up.”

“This isn’t a joke,” Nancy said, “things are going to get serious quickly.”

“Listen I know you both don’t know me well, and I might come off as a crazy party girl or something, but the truth is, my life has been really boring…” her cheeks reddened, and she went on in a rush, “I’ve never done anything like earlier before… and never even dreamed of doing anything with a woman. Not that you both aren’t beautiful, that’s not what I meant to say. Oh god, I’m making a fool of myself. Look, I’ve had a couple boyfriends, but they were all boring and nice, and I went to rave once, but the acid wasn’t any good… The truth is I’m a major nerd, and I kept asking both of you if you wanted to hang out outside of work because you seemed so cool, and your lives are so interesting.”

“I’m a single mother,” I said with a small laugh, “nothing that glamorous.”

“You’re the most beautiful woman in town and could have any man you wanted,” Kelly said with a straight face, causing me to blush deeply, “And Nancy, you’re the richest woman in town. You live in a mansion and used to work in Hollywood!”

“When she puts it like that, we do sound rather glamorous, don’t we?” Nancy said to me with a lopsided smile.

“I still sound like a housewife,” I said, laughing, “although now I guess I’m also a manager.”

“So?” Kelly asked.

“Darling, of course, you’re going to be a part of all this,” Nancy said with a grin, “You heard what Dillon said, he felt his music call to you. Besides, it’s going to be wonderful having someone with a prescription pad on speed dial.”

“I can’t do anything unethical,” Kelly said, completely oblivious to the hypocrisy of saying that in light of our overall conversation.

“By whose definition?” Nancy asked with a sly smile as she climbed out of the car, heading into the office.

All three of us spent the rest of the day with only half our attention on our work, which can be quite harmful in our line of work, but thankfully there were no issues besides a few poorly taken x-rays. The slow afternoon gave me time to think and plan.

I got home that afternoon and got to work. There were two major tasks I wanted to get done that night. First was building a few mixtapes with a range of music on it that I thought Dillon should hear and would be a good influence. I’d started building the playlists in my head, and when I got home and could reference my massive record collection, I was able to finish them off.

I’d pulled down dozens of records and had them all spread out around me as I made notes on my growing list when my phone rang. Happy to see Heather was calling I picked it up and answered.

“Hey Mom,” Heather said, “I just sent you a link, did you get it?”

Putting her on speakerphone, I checked and saw a link to a YouTube video. Clicking the link, it took me to a personal page where a video began playing. I was surprised to see the inside of the mall as the shaky footage drew closer to the music store, and then I was shocked to see myself, Nancy and Kelly, along with a half dozen other people all standing spellbound while Dillon played.

Someone had taken a video of his earlier performance and uploaded it online. I felt a moment of anxiety that disappeared when I saw the view and like count. Both were over a hundred thousand, and what most shocked me was that they were the same number. Everyone who’d watched the video had liked it, and there were thousands of comments asking where this was and who the singer was.

“Are you watching it?” Heather asked, “When was this? Jen found it online.”

“This was taken earlier today,” I said, feeling exposed seeing myself on the internet, “I wanted to show Dillon that it wasn’t just Nancy and me who loved his music… I guess it worked.”

“You could say that,” Heather said with a laugh, the small store filled up quickly with people, all wearing spellbound expressions on their faces. It was hard not to get wrapped up in the music again and let it carry me away, but the embarrassment of seeing my reaction on the video was enough to keep me present.

“Mom… you look like you’re about to melt,” there was a touch of envy in her voice when she went on, “and he keeps staring at you and Nancy when he sings… Fuck… he’s so amazing on that guitar… it’s fucking hot.”

“I know,” I said, my cheeks heating as I remember just how wild his music had made us all, “This video couldn’t have been posted more a couple of hours ago and look how many views it's gotten already. That’s amazing.”

“I know,” Heather said excitedly, “It actually plays in perfectly with the social media strategy I’ve been planning. I need to sit down with Dillon soon and go over a few ideas I’ve had.”

“Wonderful!” I said, “You can meet with him this weekend. Friday will be pretty busy, but maybe sometime on Saturday or Sunday. I’ll speak with him.”

“Jen is going to come over for the weekend too,” Heather said, and I heard a touch of awkwardness in her voice, and my antennae went up, “She wanted to see Dillon play if we get a chance.”

“I doubt that’s all she wants,” I said with an amused smile.

“Mom!” Heather said in amusement, “You know Jen’s a Mormon, it’s nothing like that.”

Heather is many things, but a good liar she’s never been, at least to her mother. I asked how her classes were going and about her friends. We chatted for another couple minutes, but it was obvious both of us were dancing around the one thing on both of our minds. After an awkward pause, we both hastily said our goodbyes, and I hung up.

My girl and I’d once been best friends, but then she hit high school and was suddenly too cool for her mom. She hadn’t liked that the boys gave her mom more attention than she or her friends and so I removed myself from her life little by little. I’d worried for years about it, not about my relationship with her, I knew that would get better when she got older, but that she might grow up to be a royal bitch.

Heather was one of the most popular girls in her school, pretty and blonde, she had most things handed to her on a silver platter. Those had been tough years but thank the heaven’s she’d matured while away at school. The friends she’d made were all as beautiful as she, each a big fish in their own ponds. It had been good for her to have a different perspective.

I got back to working on the playlists and was happy to see Dillon message me a little bit later. He’d gotten the phone up and running and found the Voice Memo app was perfect for recording songs.

Each time the notification popped up, I felt like a schoolgirl whose crush just smiled at them, my stomach filled with butterflies. I begged him to send me one of the new songs he was working on, but Dillon wouldn’t, saying he wanted me to hear it in person first.

I made him promise to play them for me tomorrow after agreeing to come over to my place. Nancy agreed to come over as well so we could plan, and I fell into bed wondering how I was going to fall asleep because I was so excited for the next day. In the end, I masturbated three times with Dillon’s music playing the background, and my body aching for his touch.
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I woke the next morning filled with energy. Usually, I’m eager to get to work, not because I love my job, but I like having something to do and doing it well. This morning my mind was filled with thoughts about how we could help Dillon spread his art to the world.

My workout went quickly, spurred on by Dillon’s music playing through my earbuds. I ignored the stares my hard nipples drew. The images his music conjured up in my brain were turning me on far too much to control them. I got to the office a few minutes early and started opening it up, finding that the old routines that had been so fulfilling were now just empty chores I was eager to finish.

The day was busy and went by quickly. Unfortunately, we didn’t have much time to chat with Kelly as she was stuck in surgery most of the day. Nancy and I each took a half-day off for the next day and would have taken the whole day if the schedule had allowed for it.

I made plans for her to come over for dinner and bring some takeout from a Thai restaurant. She would also be bringing Dillon over so we could prep and plan for our meeting the next day with her friend Morgan. I got home and jumped in the shower, pulled on a loose sundress and cleaned up before they arrived.

It felt strange having Dillon over to my house, the boy was younger than my daughter, but in my mind, he was growing into a titanic figure. Seeing him standing there with his guitar, those burning blue eyes and powerful charisma, it was hard not to put him on the same level as the Rock God’s of my youth. The rockers I’d spent my teenage years fantasizing about had nothing on the raw talent of Dillon, nor that mysterious magical quality woven throughout every note he played or sang.

Queuing up the playlists I’d made the night before, I poured myself a glass of wine and sat down to wait. When they finally arrived, I hopped up, butterflies fluttering in my belly before I pulled open the door and greeted them.

“Welcome,” I said, my vision filled with the sight of Dillon and unable to stop myself, I drew him into a warm hug, sighing when his strong arms circled me, and I tilted my head up to kiss him full on the lips.

“Hmm,” Dillon said with a surprised smile, “welcome indeed.”

“Come in,” I said, blushing red when I realized I’d been kissing a nineteen-year-old boy on my porch for all the neighborhood to see, “Do you want a glass of wine?”

“I’d love one,” Nancy said, wrapping me in a quick one-armed hug, I planted a kiss on her lips and caught a tell-tale whiff of Dillon’s sweet seed and flashed her a quick grin, almost laughing when she blushed at having been caught out.

“I’m sure you would,” I said with a wink, “Let me find a good pairing for… whatever you were just eating.”

Dillon blushed a fiery red and couldn’t suppress the grin that tugged at his lips when he glanced at Nancy. For her part, the beautiful brunette stood; back perfectly straight and a self-satisfied smile working its way onto her mouth. I felt a touch jealous, not that she’s shared an intimate moment with Dillon, but that she’d gotten him all to herself for a little while. I made myself a silent promise to find similar opportunities in the future.

“What’s this?” Dillon asked, cocking his head to listen to the song playing, “I like it… I don’t think I’ve ever heard anything quite like it.”

“Mother,” I said with a grin when they looked at me with curious frowns, “that’s the name of the band. They were amazing live, but kinda disappeared in the middle of the grunge scene.”

“Grunge?” Dillon asked.

“Don’t worry,” Nancy said with a shake of her head, “you’re not missing much. Just a bunch of greasy headed boys in flannel shirts playing garage rock.”

“Sounds pretty cool to me,” Dillon said, bobbing his head to the song, “Are there more like this?”

“I have tons,” I said, pulling out the list I’d made, “Here, I made a playlist last night with songs from six different decades on it. Some of the best musicians and bands I know of. It’s nowhere near complete, but that should give you a reasonable understanding of what’s out there so you can find stuff that you love and influence you.”

“This is really cool,” Dillon said, reading down the list, his expression so genuinely happy that I felt all warm and gooey inside, “Can I listen to it at home?”

“I made a playlist in a music app,” I said, pulling out my phone, “If you download it, I can send it to you, and you can listen to it whenever you want.”

“Ok, you two can nerd out about bands and music later,” Nancy said, pouring herself a glass of wine as I got a beer out of the fridge for Dillon. “Let’s get down to business.”

He was only nineteen, but he wasn’t driving, and it felt strange to not be able to drink around a lover. Pushing the thought aside, I tried not to be aware of our age difference, but it was hard. It hadn’t gone unnoticed to me how well an older woman and younger man’s libidos seemed to sync up, and I was all too aware of how warm I felt and turned on I was getting being near him.

Nancy pulled a notebook out of her purse where she’d written down some notes for her reference. She began it as a formal meeting, stating her goals for calling it and keeping us on topic throughout. This was a side of Nancy I’d never seen before and an odd reversal of our roles at the office.

She was as charming as ever but firm as she guided us through the various topics she wanted to hit. There was no fooling around about this stuff for her, and I realized how much she’d missed working with an artist and planning meetings and deals.

“You and Amanda can work out the music part of it, but she, the record exec, is going to try and put a wedge between us,” she said at one point, her face deadly serious as she pressed the point home to Dillon, “She’ll bring up money, houses, and cars. Things the record company will ‘gift’ you, so long as you agree to specific points of their deal. Don’t let her sway you with them, they like to flash shiny objects in front of young star’s faces to get them to sign away their lives.”

“What do I do?” Dillon asked.

“You don’t have to do anything,” she said with a reassuring smile, “that’s what an agent is for. I’ll handle that part of it, once you let her know I’m your representative in these matters. What I need to know and what we both need to be crystal clear about is what you want out of this.”

“Honestly, I have no idea,” Dillon said, shaking his head, “all I know is, playing in front of that crowd yesterday… it was amazing,” his cheeks blushed faintly as we all remembered what else we’d done that was just as amazing, Nancy and I shooting each other lopsided smiles.

“You want to be financially independent,” Nancy said, ticking things off one by one with her fingers, “You want to pay off the farm. You want to play before crowds. You want to own the masters of your records.”

“Yea,” he said, nodding, “Those sound good.”

“Dillon,” Nancy said with a frown, “we can always renegotiate later if we have to, but the more I know about what it is you need now, the better the deal will be that I can secure for you, assuming we like what Morgan has to say.”

“I understand,” he said, nodding, “It’s just all a bit much. Give me the night to think about it, but honestly, I really don’t need much… if my family's land gets paid off… hell, everything after that is gravy.”

Nancy had a few more things to go over, but the biggest issue that remained was starting a social media campaign before he signed with the label. She stressed how important it was to establish his own authentic brand before the suits at the record label started fitting it into a model they recognized. She told several horror stories of actors and actresses whose careers were ruined by studios that had destroyed the public perceptions of them one way or another.

With a game plan in place for the next day, we moved onto the next major topic, which was studio time. Nancy had arranged with the music store owner to be free that Sunday for a few hours. Dillon had a few songs now that he wanted to try out in the studio, nothing serious. That led to a lengthy discussion of his sound and the type of music he wanted to make. No matter how we sliced it, rock music was what he was into and seemed to fit his style best. However, there was the issue of him being a solo act.

“You could join him in the sound booth,” Nancy said, “You can play the keyboards, right, Amanda?”

“I can,” I said with a laugh, “but I don’t think I could ever go up on stage and play. You should have bandmates around your own age, Dillon, people you can really get along with. You’re going to end up stuck with them practicing and playing for hours and hours a day. So, there’s no rush, let's make sure you find the right people.”

“Does Heather play an instrument?” Dillon asked, an odd tone in his voice, and following his gaze, I saw he was staring at a picture of her and me from a cruise ship we’d taken after her graduation. The two of us stood in bikini tops and skirts, holding up colorful twin cocktails and grinning at the camera.

“She plays the violin,” I said sharing a tight smile with Nancy and stifling a chuckle when she winked at me, “She was quite good as a girl but gave it up in high school. I’m not sure if her style would match with yours, but it’s worth a shot. I know she has a couple friends who are music majors. Perhaps a couple of them might work out.”

“A pair of co-eds and Dillon as the frontman?” Nancy said with excitement, “Now that’s a band that can go on the covers of magazines.”

“I wrote a song about co-eds,” Dillon said, and when I raised an eyebrow at him, he blushed and went on quickly, “It’s not like that. It’s about leaving home and entering a new world… how you imagine making yourself anew, it’s about self-discovery.”

“Play it for us,” I said, my heart starting to beat faster in anticipation, “I’d love to hear it.”

“Let me run to the restroom,” he said with an eager grin, “one sec.”
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Hopping up, he ran down the hall, the beer having passed right through him I wagered. Nancy moved over beside me on the couch and touched my shoulder, her gaze concerned.

“You know what will happen when Heather and her friends hear Dillon,” she said softly, a quick glance down the hall to make sure we weren’t overheard, “are you going to be ok with that?”

“I don’t know what’s wrong with me,” I said, feeling embarrassed but happy to finally be able to admit it to someone, “but I’m actually looking forward to it. Is that sick?”

“If it is, then we suffer from the same issue,” Nancy said, cutting off when Dillon hurried back in, grabbing up his guitar and settling down on the cushion. He looked around at us and tilted his head, a curious grin tugging at his lips.

“What?” he asked, looking between us.

“Nothing,” I said quickly, “We’re eager to hear the song.”

“Very eager,” Nancy said with a knowing smile that caused Dillon to frown again, “You don’t mind if I get comfortable, do you? It’s been such a long day, it feels good to kick off the heels.”

“Not at all,” Dillon said, swallowing hard and staring at her slender legs as she bent low to unlace her black heels and set them aside. I caught her flashing the boy her panties as she parted her thighs, grinning wickedly at him when she did.

I settled myself on the couch, drawing my ankles up under my thighs and adjusting the neckline of my dress, smiling inwardly when Dillon’s gaze was drawn to me, and I noticed the bulge in his pants shift. I flashed him a quick grin, biting my bottom lip in eager pleasure when I saw his blush deepen.

Shifting on the stool, he adjusted his grip on the guitar and took a moment to compose himself. Nancy and I threw each other a wink, interlacing fingers behind the couch. Her thumb traced small circles on the palm of my hand, an innocent gesture, but with the tension filling the room, it felt seductive.

Dillon began to sing in a voice so clear and pure my whole body quivered, and I was stolen away. His eyes closed, he sang of a girl who was innocent and shy, venturing out into a world that was dangerous and wild. The guitar joined in with his vocals so smoothly I didn’t register it at first, and when I did, I lost the train of his lyrics for a few moments as I watched his fingers in awe.

The young genius was playing with a fingering style, almost like bluegrass, but at a slower tempo. Accompanying the haunting notes were deep bass rhythms that he beat out on the head of the guitar with his thumb. Then his voice lifted in a soaring note, and my attention was dashed as the music carried me away.

I found that Nancy and I had drawn close to one another, swaying in time with the song as Dillon serenaded us. As the song drew to an end, our breaths were coming hot and heavy, and my body was so keyed up and primed that the slightest touch would have set me off. Nancy wiggled in her seat and ground her firm tits into my arm in a way that said she was as eager as me.

Dillon was oblivious to the effect his magical music was having on us, and with a little frown and a tweek of a tuning nob, he launched into another song. This one was up-tempo and harder rock, but with a beat that moved us and before he was halfway through, the three of us were all on our feet dancing around the living room, unable to stay still as the pulsing music pulled us into its beat.

“Whew!” I shouted when he ended the song with a flourish, “Now that’s a catchy tune!”

“That’s a single for sure,” Nancy said, “but I loved the coed song even more… it was so soulful and your voice… Dillon, I’m more amazed every time I hear you play.”

“So do I,” I said with a laugh, one arm around Nancy’s back as I pushed the loose locks out of my face, “You’re even better than you were the other day!”

“I’ve been practicing,” he said with a shy smile.

His smile might have been shy, but the heat in his eyes as he took in Nancy and I was anything but. Grinning, I pulled Nancy in close, whispering in her ear as I stared at Dillon. He got a curious grin that grew when he saw Nancy’s hungry smile alight on her face.

“I can think of something else we can practice,” Nancy said, slipping up to Dillon’s side.

Moving away from the pair smoothly, I walked around the living room, closing curtains and blinds and dimming the lights. Turning back, I found Dillon pressed into a comfortable chair, his guitar set aside, and my sexy friend slowly unbuttoning his shirt and pants as she made out with him.

Dillon’s eyes fell on me, and I saw lust flare-up in them, and pride and pleasure washed through me. Standing tall, I slowly unbuttoned the front of my dress and shrugging it off my shoulders, let it fall down, pooling at my feet. The widening of his brilliant blue eyes and the flare of desire I saw on his face nearly made me cum right there.

I was soaking wet with need; the juices having dampened my panties and coated my thighs as I listened to him play. All I could think of was pleasuring the young genius who’d gifted me with such powerful music. The thought of being consumed by his lusts was almost too much to handle.

Sharing a smile with Nancy, I saw the same unquenchable desire mirrored within her eyes and licking our lips, we slipped between his spread legs, drawing off his shoes and pants just as we had the first night we’d spent together.

Only now, instead of being entirely out of his depths, Dillon was much more relaxed, settling down in the chair and caressing our hair and faces as we kissed our way up his thighs. Wrapping one hand around the base, Nancy drew his massive cock down and pointed it at my lips. Guiding my head forward, she grinned wickedly as I felt it slip within my hot mouth. The soft, yet firm flesh was heavenly, but I nearly came when I heard Dillon moan out in pleasure.

I gave myself over to Nancy’s guiding hand, the submissive side coming out in me as she guided my mouth up and down Dillon's massive cock. I sucked hard and wrapped my tongue around the underside, teasing the sensitive spot. Every few seconds, I would get a hint of precum, that sweet seed coaxing me on to suck harder.

“Holy fuck, Amanda,” Dillon moaned, “God, you look gorgeous… and that feels… Jesus!”

Nancy slipped down my body, kissing and caressing as she went. I moaned around Dillon’s cock as she massaged my breasts, pinching and twisting the nipples slightly and causing my pussy to leak even more. Then her hands were on my panties, drawing them down. For one moment, I felt the cold air on my wet lips then I gasped in surprise when she buried her face in my pussy.

“Oh god,” I moaned, sitting up and glancing back at the beautiful brunette.

Her eyes crinkled in a smile at the same time as her tongue slipped within my wetness, causing me to shiver in pleasure. My hand worked Dillon slowly and smiled up at him as he grinned down at me. The look on his face sent another shiver of pleasure through me, and I dove back down on his dick, unable to give it my full attention as Nancy licked and teased my sex.

My first small orgasm hit me moments later, and I fell forward onto Dillon, his cock pressing between my breasts as I shuddered in pleasure. Then Nancy was pressing herself to my back and wrapping her arms around me as she kissed my neck. Hot lips met mine, and I almost swooned as Dillon’s tongue slipped into my mouth.

Nancy cradled my massive tits in her hands and pressed them together, surrounding Dillon’s turgid cock. Pushing Dillon back, the sexy brunette began to fuck Dillon’s cock with my tits. The feeling of steely hardness sliding between my soft breasts was incredible, and I might have come again just from that feeling and Nancy playing with my tits and nipples. However, all of our focus was on Dillon.

Nancy licked and sucked the tip of his cock, and in moments his hips were bucking. The boy’s legs flexed, and his toes curled as he thrust his hips up, cock spearing into Nancy’s mouth.

With a coughing moan, the older woman swallowed the first few blasts of his cum, then she fell to the side, and I wrapped my lips around the spitting dick. Moaning in pleasure as I swallowed that sweet, sweet cum.

I fell back onto the couch when Nancy pushed me down, her lips finding mine, tongue seeking my own as we tasted our lover's cum on each other’s mouths. Kisses turned to touches and touches to teasing quickly. The hint of pleasure we could find in one another’s arms was made apparent in moments, and all my inhibitions were thrown out the window.

I slipped a finger into Nancy’s hairless pussy and felt a wicked thrill shoot through me when I felt my best friend respond. Then it was my turn to do the same as she began to tease my clit with one gentle finger. I was just finding a good rhythm in the awkward position when powerful hands grabbed my hips and rolled me up onto my knees, Nancy pressed beneath me.

We clung to one another, kissing and caressing, faces pressed together as Dillon took us both. He drove into me first with a powerful thrust and fucked me several times with long slow strokes. I could hear him grunting in pleasure as I whimpered beneath him. Then he pulled out of me, leaving me feeling empty and lost. Only for a moment, though. Soon Nancy shook beneath me, her whimper of pleasure mirroring my own from a moment before.

Dillon took his time, running his hands up and down my body, caressing and massaging my massive tits, while he alternated between Nancy and I’s pussies. It could have been ten minutes or an hour, I couldn’t be sure. Once the first orgasm hit me, I was lost to all sense of time, because Dillon wouldn’t relent, nor did either of us want him to.

Nancy and I were in a magical world, staring at one another, kissing and caressing as we whimpered in pleasure. The world a hazy dream of one powerful orgasm after another. When Dillon finally came, I was barely aware of it, so lost in my own pleasure.

When he collapsed onto the couch beside us, we three lie in dreamy bliss for long minutes before staggering to our feet and making our way down the hall to my bedroom. We couldn’t stand the thought of being parted from one another and kept in contact the whole time. Crawling beneath the covers, I made room for Dillon to slip into the middle and Nancy to crawl in on his other side.

“This is nice,” I said with a warm smile as I snuggled up to his warm body.

“It is,” Nancy said dreamily.

“I could get used to this,” Dillon said, “maybe.”

“You better get used to it,” I whispered in his neck, kissing him gently.

He turned to me, grinning and kissed me, his fingers tracing patterns on the sensitive skin of my back. I’d never felt so warm, safe, and loved. In my arm was a genius of unparalleled skill and talent, who’d made me a happy slave to his love. I felt his lips on my forehead, causing me to shiver in pleasure even as sleep stole me under.
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I woke in the middle of the night, feeling something heavy resting on my back. After a moment of disorientation, I remembered what had happened the evening before and wiggled back against Dillon’s lean frame.

Something thick and firm slipped between my butt cheeks, and I felt a thrill down in my pussy. Rocking my hips, I slid my soft butt up and down Dillon’s hardening cock, grinning as I felt him stiffen against me.

The boy shifted in his sleep, and I reached down quickly and slipped my fingers over the head of his cock and fit it into my waiting cleft. Sighing in pleasure, I slowly rocked my hips back and forth, accepting one delicious inch after another within me. Long minutes passed when my entire world revolved around the hardness, slowly driving deeper and deeper within me.

Just as my first small orgasm was about to hit, Dillon woke with a start and a loud moan. His strong hands gripped my hip, fingers digging into the soft flesh as he drove his cock the rest of the way into me. I grinned down into the pillow as the boy gave in to his lusts.

The bed shook as he shifted above me, digging into my sex and sending me over the edge. I gripped my pillow, biting on the down stuffing to keep from crying out in pleasure. I shouldn’t have worried though, for we’d already woken Nancy. When I glanced over, I saw the moon reflected in her open eyes, her teeth shining white and one arm down between her legs, teasing her own pussy as she watched Dillon pound me down into the bed.

There was no slow and gentle lovemaking. I must have woken the young man from a wild dream because he took my body hard, using it to slake his lusts. That sent me over the edge again into the realm of pure pleasure as my body quaked with another orgasm, this time far more powerful. Something about having this young rock god, using and taking pleasure from me, was a powerful turn-on. So powerful that it was a full minute before I came down from that monumental high, to find Nancy pressed against my side, legs spread and hips slapping mine as Dillon took the woman.

Rolling onto my side, I kissed her, cuddling up close as Dillon grunted in pleasure. Looking up, I grinned at the beautiful sight of his blue eyes, wide with desire as he stared at the MILFs making out. Slipping my hand in his hair, I drew his face to mine and felt and heard him moaning out and shuddering as he flooded Nancy’s womb with his cum.

We collapsed and held one another, sharing smiles of joy and soft touches as we slowly drifted off to sleep. I woke once more when Dillon climbed off the bed and headed to the restroom. Nancy woke too and groggily rolled into my arms; our kiss filled with more emotion than I’d imagined possible with another woman. Slow touches grew, and soon we were making out with wild passion in the dim morning light.

When Dillon walked back in, he found the two of us in a sixty-nine, as I lay on my back, tasting the tang of pussy for the first time. There was no hesitation or shyness in me, all I wanted was to please this beautiful woman I loved so much, and try to equal the pleasure she gave me. It was hard to concentrate on the task as her tongue worked its magic upon my most sensitive areas, but suddenly she was no longer eating me out, and the sounds of her kissing and licking Dillon’s cock could be heard.

Reaching around her thigh, I slid a finger in to rub on her g-spot, causing Nancy to give a jolt of pleasure. Then I ran the tip of my tongue around her clit in gentle little circles. From the fingers digging into my thigh and the woman’s shuddering legs, I knew she was nearing an orgasm. Feeling her pussy walls clenching my fingers and her thigh tightening on my head, a rush of pride and pleasure swept through me that only redoubled when I felt Dillon lifting my legs.

“Oh, god!” I moaned out at the same time Nancy was shuddering in the wake of her orgasm as Dillon slid his massive dick into me.

The sexy brunette slipped off me and onto the mattress, making way for Dillon to lift my legs up over his shoulders. Causing me to make guttural sounds of pleasure that I couldn’t even recognize as coming from my own mouth as he fucked me deeper than I’d ever been fucked before.

Looking up, I watched the gorgeous young genius fucking me with long powerful strokes as he gripped my legs and kissed the smooth skin. I clutched the mattress in two firm grips and smiled, feeling another orgasm building in me, as his girthy cock drove into me again and again. Nancy cupped my massive breasts, tweaking and sucking on the big pink nipples and drawing them to hard points, sending me over the edge.

My pussy tightened on Dillon’s cock, and the world began fading to white when an explosion of pleasure shot forth from him, warm cum flooding me and sending me to even greater heights. Feeling sore, tired, and happy as I could ever remember being, the three of us cuddled for a good hour in bed, giggling, kissing, and touching as we marveled at the extreme situation we found ourselves in.

“I need to get home and shower,” Nancy said, “and I still have to drop you off at home, mister.”

“I can do that,” I said, “it’s on the way to the office for me. If you don’t mind waiting for me to shower and get dressed?” I asked Dillon.

“Not at all,” he said, leaning back and clasping his hands behind his head, “I have chores to do, but they’ll keep for now.”

“Good,” Nancy said with a nod, “that gives me time to get my place ready for Morgan’s visit later. You’ll be ready at 1pm when we come to pick you up, right?”

“I’ll be ready,” Dillon promised.

Nancy dressed, and I walked her out, pausing in the doorway to share a lingering kiss and a shy smile before she slipped out of my house and ran to her Tesla. I watched her little ass wiggle in her short skirt and grinned inside to imagine what the neighbors might think if they noticed.

Humming to myself, I turned on the shower and got ready for it. Dillon lay in my bed, playing with his new phone. I felt new energy having a man in the house again after so long and hopped in the shower and cleaned off quickly, eager to join him for breakfast.

Wrapping a towel around my hair and pulling on my robe, I went out into the kitchen. Putting on a pot of coffee, I turned on the burners, pulled out some eggs, bacon, and an orange. A sound from down the hall pulled me from the kitchen, and I caught Dillon peeking in Heather's room. He blushed a fiery shade of red when I raised an eyebrow at him.

“Sorry,” he said, “I wasn’t snooping or anything.”

“She’s very beautiful,” I said walking up to him and slipping my arms around his waist, “She has her father’s smile and her grandmother’s hair, but she was blessed with my body.”

“You can say that again,” he said with a grin. “I haven’t spoken to her since I asked her out as a freshman… it’s still pretty cringe-worthy when I look back on it.”

“I think it’s sweet,” I said, “Must have taken some courage to ask out a senior girl when you were a freshman.”

“Less courage and more blind panic,” he said with a chuckle, casting a lingering look in the bedroom he let me draw him into the kitchen.

“Tell me about it,” I said curiously.

“It’s not weird?” Dillon asked with a curious frown.

“Not at all,” I said, “maybe that’s weird… but I’m past caring at this point. I’m curious, I want to know more about you, everything.”

Dillon smiled that beautiful grin of his that melts me inside, as he pulled himself onto one of the stools at the kitchens bar. His brilliant blue eyes flashed in the morning sunlight, and I thanked heaven for this special time alone with him.

“I’d been obsessed with Heather for over a year, all the boys were in 8th grade. She used to come and train our cheerleaders… I can still remember the first time I saw her, skipping along with a pack of girls who trailed her like puppy dogs. Her hair in pigtails, pink lips smiling and green eyes so bright I thought I might die…” blushing, he looked over at me as I poured eggs into the hot pan. I smiled encouragingly at him and nodded for him to go on, finding it thrilling to hear about my girl from this different perspective.

“I’d only seen her a handful of times, but I… thought about her all the time.”

“You did more than think about her, didn’t you?” I asked, loving the laugh it brought from him.

“I was a teenage boy? What do you think?” He grinned as he went on, leaning on one elbow, his lean shirtless body causing a thrill of desire to worm its way into me, “When I got to high school she was suddenly there, every day, passing me in the halls and I guess I started to get obsessed. Writing notes that I never gave to her, or terrible poetry that I would burn in some emo ritual… God, it’s so embarrassing,” he laughed at himself but went on, and I was happy to see him shedding some of his self-consciousness around me as he opened up.

“One day, I was walking down the hall and turned a corner and literally ran into Heather. Her books fell, and I stopped to help her pick them up, her friends were waiting down the hall, and I don’t know what came over me, but I just asked her… Looking back, I don’t know if she was shocked or amused, but when she laughed… it cut straight through me. I just turned and ran down the hall.”

“That’s so terrible,” I said with a sad frown, “I know Heather wasn’t the nicest when she was young, but she wouldn’t have done anything to hurt you on purpose. I’m almost certain.”

“Almost,” Dillon said with a smile that had a touch of pain in it.

“She’s going to be here tomorrow,” I said, smiling hopefully, “She wanted to go over some social media and marketing ideas with you if you’re willing.”

“It’s going to be strange to see her again after so long,” he said. “That smells great, I’m starving.”

“Me too,” I said, grinning, “I don’t know what you like in your coffee, but I like cream.”

I threw him a wink, and Dillon chuckled again as he got out of the stool and poured us both a cup of coffee. He set mine down on the counter near me, and I felt the hairs on the back of my neck stand up at his proximity. For one charged moment, I stood there, a trembling deer in a predator’s crosshairs, and then Dillon stepped up to me, wrapping his arm around my middle and pulling me against him, my ass grinding into his crotch.
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Any thoughts I had of coquettish flirtation was out the window in an instant. Lust was a raging inferno within me, and I sensed it in the young musician as well. Fumbling hands pulled up my robe and bent me over the sink, and I hissed out in pleasure as he drove into me in one mighty thrust. Quick and hard, he took me right there, bacon crisping in the skillet as the world faded, and my awareness once more focused on the big dick hammering into my pussy.

The orgasm hit me hard, and I clutched Dillon’s arm as he gripped the edge of the sink to keep from sinking to my knees. Arching my back, I felt the boy’s hips falter, and a wash of pride and pleasure swept through me as I felt his cock throbbing and gushing forth its warmth deep within me.

Standing on shaky legs, I turned in his arms and felt my heart nearly burst as he pulled me into a fast embrace, his lips finding mine. Then the smell of bacon hit my nostrils, and I pushed him away with trembling hands.

“Sit… I’ll get the food,” flashing him a quick grin, I said, “You’ve certainly worked up an appetite.”

“I could eat a horse,” he said with a crooked grin.

“Pig’s going to have to do,” I said, turning off the burner and placing the bacon on a paper towel and then onto the plates.

We sat shoulder to shoulder, eating in silence, and casting one another grins. We ate quickly, and I dressed and got ready for work while Dillon cleaned up in the kitchen. I found him wiping down the counters and looked around, more than a little surprised at how good of a job he did. Then I was reminded of how neat and tidy he kept his place, and it made sense.

We climbed into my car, and I drove to his farm, both of us rocking out to the radio the whole drive. Other drivers on the road must have thought we were crazy people because we were both singing at the top of our lungs by the time I pulled into his narrow driveway.

“I just wanted to say thank you,” Dillon said when I put the car in park, “For everything. Honestly, no one has ever treated me so well my whole life. I’ll never be able to repay you.”

“You don’t have to repay me anything,” I said, gripping his hand in mine, “This past week has been the happiest of my life, truly, it was my pleasure.”

“Things might start to get a little crazy after today, and I just wanted you to know…” his cheeks grew red, and he looked down, “I just wanted you to know how much I care about you and that no matter what I’d never want to do anything that would hurt you.”

“I care about you a lot too Dillon,” I said, my heart full, nearly to bursting, at recognizing the depths of his feelings, “More than you know.” After a pause, I continued on, sensing that there was more going on here than I’d first assumed, “Is this about Heather?”

“What?!” He said, face flaming a deep red and answering my question better than he could, “No, I’m not trying to… I didn’t mean that…”

“Dillon,” I said, “Nothing you do could ever upset me,” resting my hand on his thigh, I gave it a firm grip and nodded at him, “Truly.”

“You say that now,” he said with a crooked smile, “I wouldn’t want to hurt you, and I really wouldn’t want to hurt your relationship with Heather.”

“That’s sweet of you,” I said, giving him a gentle kiss, before pinching his cheek in two firm fingers, “But I’m an adult who can make her own choices, so don’t you forget it.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said with a grin as he hopped out of the car.

“Nancy and I will be by at one with Morgan. Make sure you’re ready.”

“I will be!” He called back, his brilliant blue eyes flashing with excitement as he ran inside.

I drove to work more than a little distracted and probably wasn’t the safest person on the road. My head was filled with wild and wicked images and plans. Overall, it was the excitement about our meeting that afternoon.

“There you are,” Dr. Lansing said when I got out of my car. Running up to my car, she waved a printed-out piece of paper in her hands. “You have to take a look at these results!”

“What’s this?” I asked, but I saw right away that it was an EEG readout.

I looked over the results and was not quite sure what I was supposed to be looking for. Looking up with a questioning frown, Kelly explained with almost breathless excitement.

“My roommate works at the hospital and has been trained to run and analyze an EEG machine. I’ve been thinking ever since the other day about how powerfully Dillon’s music affected me, so I decided to do an experiment.”

I was intrigued and steered the doctor over to an outside table so she could sit and explain everything to me.

“Charlotte, that’s my roommate; she hadn’t heard his music yet, so it worked out perfectly. We went to the hospital late last night, and I played one of his songs for her while she was in the machine. Just look at these results,” she pointed to the colorful squiggly lines. They went along a relatively flat line before suddenly jumping way up and setting in another location into a smoother set of tracks.

“What does this mean?” I asked, pointing to the jump.

“That’s when she first heard his guitar riff, and this right here where it jumps the second time is his voice… After that, her brain waves fall into a different pattern. It would be disturbing if this second set of lines wasn’t smoother and ‘healthier’ than the previous set. Charlotte was adamant about that fact.”

“So, he’s literally changing the way we think?” I asked, feeling a touch uneasy at the thought of losing agency.

“Maybe,” Kelly said with a slight shake of her head, “Something’s definitely happening, but it’s hard to say for certain what exactly it is. The brain is a complicated organ, and we know so little about it. We want to do more research and testing on it, but Nancy said I should check with you and make sure it’s ok to borrow Dillon for a few hours.”

“Why would she have you ask me?”

“Aren’t you his manager now?” She asked, “And besides, it’s plain to see that he worships and trusts you completely. I think this is valuable research, and we could learn a lot, or else I wouldn’t be asking like this.”

“I think you should,” I said with a nod, “I’m not sure what influence I have, but I’ll speak with Dillon. Maybe sometime next week, we can carve out some time.”

“Thank you, Amanda,” Kelly said with a relieved sigh, “Now tell me all about this wild evening you and Nancy had.”

I rolled my eyes at the young woman and laughed. I told her about our night but kept most of the salacious details to myself, much to her disappointment. The day seemed to drag on from here, each minute seeming to take forever to slip past. Fridays are always busy, and that usually helps the time to fly by, but nothing seemed to help that day.

When noon finally rolled around, Nancy and I were both packed and ready. Saying goodbye to the office ladies and assistants, I clocked out and felt like a million dollars as I stepped out into the sunshine. The feeling of getting off work is always great and even better on Fridays.

Driving home, I ran upstairs and threw off my work clothes and dressed in a long flowing white skirt and a button-up top that looked both elegant and professional while still showing a hint of cleavage and conforming to my hourglass shape. Putting on a narrow pearl necklace, with Nancy’s words from days before floating through my head, I paused before the mirror to make sure I looked presentable.

Something about the past few days had put new life in me. My hair had more body, and it even looked shinier. The faint bags that had been under my eyes for what felt like forever were gone, and the whites were clear and bright. My shoulders were more relaxed, and I stood straighter. For the first time in years, I truly felt beautiful when I looked at myself. I no longer focused on the small imperfections, and instead took in the whole and found that I like myself. In fact, I was coming to more than like myself, slowly but surely, the more time I spent with Dillon and listening to his magical music, the more I loved myself and was happy with who I was.

I was just filling a purse that matched my outfit when Nancy pulled up. I climbed in the passenger seat and flashed my friend a bright smile when I saw her outfit. Once again, she was dressed in a stunning outfit that matched her dark hair and figure to perfection.

“Ready?” She asked me with a nervous smile.

“As I’ll ever be,” I said, smiling back.
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It was a short drive to the hotel Morgan had checked into, and I was surprised when my stomach fluttered with nervous energy as I climbed out of her Tesla and headed into the lobby. I recognized her even before she flashed a smile of greeting at Nancy. Not from her appearance but simply from the fact that there couldn’t be another stunningly gorgeous young woman wearing a pinstriped power suit with a short skirt and black heels.

The hotel was the nicest in town, but it was still small, and every person in the lobby was trying not to stare at the gorgeous young woman who sat sipping her coffee and typing on a laptop. I could tell right away why she was so good at dealing with artists and talent. The young woman had a charisma about her that exceeded her stunning looks, a natural smile, and a relaxed manner that put me at ease even before she spoke.

“Nancy, my friend,” the younger woman said, standing and wrapping her arms around Nancy, “It’s so good to see you. It’s been too long.”

“Thank you for coming on such short notice, Morgan,” Nancy said, “We both really appreciate it.”

“I’m Morgan Fairbanks, it’s a pleasure to meet you.”

“Amanda Kowalski,” I said, shaking her hand, “You’re not one of those Fairbanks, are you?” I asked with a little laugh.

“I am,” she said with a pained smile, “but unlike my more well-known cousins, I decided to work for a living.”

She flashed a bright smile that drew an answering grin to my lips. Now I could see the resemblance to her more famous and outrageous cousins who were all over TMZ every other week. The Fairbanks was a billion-dollar hotel empire, and Morgan’s elegant and patrician beauty made sense, now that I knew where she came from.

“Now Amanda,” Morgan said, putting her MacBook away in her bag and letting Nancy lead her out to the car, “Nancy tells me you discovered the young musician in your church music room?”

“Yes, it was just random chance that I happened to be walking by,” I replied.

I told her the whole tale. Most of it anyway. Nancy and I had already discussed what to say about our… extracurricular activities and had decided that it was best to keep things to ourselves until we knew more.

Morgan listened with rapt attention, interrupting me a few times with pointed questions that probed deeper into his character and background. She seemed much more interested in how he’d been raised and what kind of man he was, instead of how good his music was. When I commented on this, her reply surprised me.

“The dirty secret of the music business is: you can’t be a total asshole until you’ve reached a certain level of fame. Called Diva Status. The label I work for has learned over the years that someone who starts out in this business with a bad attitude or is unwilling to jump through hoops for media and fan events…” she shook her head. “They never make it long and end up costing far more in time, energy, and resources than they’re worth. Part of my job is to determine these things on my visit.”

“He’s had such a hard life,” I said, feeling a touch of anxiety, “but he really is the sweetest young man. Remarkably well adjusted for all he’s had to endure.”

“I’m sure he is,” Morgan said with a smile that felt patronizing, “Now tell me about your daughter and this social media campaign Nancy mentioned?”

“Heather has been majoring in it,” I said, “and she has lots of ideas. She and Dillon went to high school together, but they don’t know each other that well yet. I was going to introduce them tomorrow and let them work it out amongst themselves.”

“However this works out,” Morgan said with a reassuring smile, “I’m always happy to help young artists chart a path forward in this business. If it doesn’t work out with the label, creating a SoundCloud and going the solo route like Chance the Rapper is always an option. It's harder, but some musicians find great success.”

“We’d appreciate any advice you have,” Nancy said, “and you’ll love Heather, she’s a total Gwyneth.”

“Oh my god!” Morgan said in a high-pitched cry that shocked me, “I haven’t heard that in years! We’re going to have so much fun catching up, Nancy.”

I sat in the back, growing more and more anxious as we drew near Dillon’s farm. The meeting hadn’t gone exactly as I’d hoped. I reassured myself with the fact that Morgan had only heard his song once, Nancy unwilling to send her the full recording.

Perhaps this is all in our head, I thought to myself, and we’re just fooling ourselves that the boy is a musical genius.

Though the worry was ever-present in my mind, I didn’t let myself believe it. The power of his music was still too fresh in my memory. My body ached to hear him once more, to feel his touch once more.

My mind was filled with dirty thoughts when we pulled before his house, and a small thrill shot down to my crotch when he stepped out and waved, flashing that grin of his.

“You were right about the small farm,” Morgan murmured to Nancy before opening her door and stepping out to flash a charming smile at Dillon.

I felt an odd flush of genuine pleasure when Dillon’s eyes fell on Morgan and widened slightly, and he wiped his palms on his jeans before shaking her hand, a sign of his nervousness. They chatted pleasantly, and he invited us in, getting iced tea and a tray of stale crackers out for us.

Nancy sat beside me and caught my eye, raising an eyebrow. I knew what she was getting at because I’d noticed it too. Dillon was intimidated by Morgan, and the boy was having a difficult time relaxing and was coming off as nervous and shy. I gave her a wink, and patted her arm, signaling that I had this.

“We could sit here chatting about the weather all day,” I said when an awkward pause in the conversation presented itself, “but Morgan here has traveled a long way to hear you play Dillon, why don’t you give us a song?”

“Sure,” he said, popping up to his feet and heading back to the bedroom, “let me grab my guitar real quick.”

“You were right,” Morgan said softly to Nancy and me when he stepped out of the room, “he’s a sweet kid. But I just can’t see this charisma you mentioned, I’m sorry.”

She was shaking her head with a frown that said she’d already made up her mind when Dillon walked back in. My stomach curdled when the beautiful young woman painted a smile on her face and leaned back, sipping her tea. Her eyes were flat, mind already made up and disappointed.

“Let’s hear it,” she said with false cheer, “Is it just you and a guitar then?”

“I guess,” Dillon said with a shrug, “I have ideas for songs that would work with keyboards and drums, but so far, I’ve only been playing with myself.”

“I’m sure you have been,” Morgan said, and I wanted to kick the woman for thinking her snide little joke went over our provincial heads, “Proceed.”

“Umm… ok…” Dillon said with more than a little nervousness in his voice, “Just give me a minute…” He fumbled with the tuning nobs as he worked too quickly to get the instrument in tune, “Sorry, this got messed up somehow…”

Morgan had a long-suffering look on her face, and she glanced at her watch. My anxiety and nerves grew more and more until Dillon finally stood before us in the living room, ready to begin. Lifting his head, his brilliant blue eyes found mine first, and all the anxiety and nervousness melted away. Before me was a confident and sexy young guitar player, and all of my nerve endings were alive, waiting for the stimuli they knew was coming.

Dillon glanced at Nancy, and I felt her shift at my side, an almost inaudible sound of desire escaping her throat, and then his gaze finally fell on Morgan, where she sat on the opposite side of the couch.

I grinned inwardly when the woman cocked her head to the side in faint surprise and looked upon Dillon with new eyes. She was in the middle of adjusting her seat when he strummed the first note, working a deeper base in with it, in a complicated bit of finger movement. The gorgeous young record executive nearly fell over, she was so stunned. Surprised by a sound that hit her body like a physical force.
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For one moment, I grinned at her, and then I too was stolen away on streams of music. The song was familiar and yet wholly new. It was the same song he’d first played for me, and however, it was different. This wasn’t what we’d agreed on him playing, not that I was complaining. What had once been a brilliant piece of novice music, had been elevated to art.

“Life… a dull and yellow dream;”

“Until the light showed up for me when she came to hear me sing;”

“Heavens knows I’m lost at sea;”

“Hunting for love in my new… gold’n dream.”

His voice was even more magical than his guitar playing, and out of the corner of my eye, I saw the young executive's jaw drop and her face twist in disbelief at what she was hearing. Morgan was slender as a waif, and her breasts were small, but her nipples stood out firm and hard against the elegant top, and she seemed unaware that she’d pressed both hands to her lower abdomen, fingers splayed and digging into her thighs.

Nancy and I were clinging to one another by the time the song ended. Our lips mouthing the lyrics along with Dillon, but without sound, unwilling to spoil the perfection of his voice. When his song came to an end, we sat there for several long moments, the silence only was broken by the sounds of our heavy breathing.

“That was…” Morgan began, licking her lips and swallowing hard before going on, unable to take her eyes of Dillon, “Did you write that yourself?”

“I did,” Dillon said, nodding, “I have others if you’d like to hear them.”

“Yes,” she said in a fierce voice before smoothing down her skirt and composing herself somewhat. “That is, let me speak with my colleague for a moment… I’ll be right back.”

Standing and nodding an apology, she slipped out of the house, pulling out her cell phone as she did. Nancy and I shared confident smiles, and when I looked up at Dillon, I saw a gleam of confidence in him, I’d seen a few times now.

Nancy and I held each other's hand in a deathlike grip, and I wasn’t sure about her, but for me, it was the only way I could keep my hands off the handsome guitarist. Something about hearing his music and watching him stand there and play always drove me so wild I had to struggle to control myself.

“I think it went well,” Dillon said with a frown as he looked outside, “I felt it drawing her in.”

“She’s yours now, Dillon,” Nancy said with an edge of excitement that matched my own, “I think she’s trying to convince her bosses to listen in now… If you can impress them, they might make an offer here and now. Remember, you have to make it clear that I’m your representative.”

“Got it,” Dillon said with a nod, and the young man drew himself up to his full height when Morgan slipped back inside, her phone in hand. She raised her eyebrows and flashed an excited smile.

“Dillon, I have Adeline Atkinson on the line,” Morgan indicated the phone on speaker, “I wanted her to hear that last song. Do you think you could play it again, just as you did before?”

“Sure,” he said with a small shrug, “want it louder?”

“If you’re able to project without a microphone,” came an older female’s voice from the phone’s speaker, “then I would like to hear it. Carry on, young man.”

I glanced at Nancy with a curious frown, and she flashed back a grin wide with excitement and leaned over, whispering in my ear.

“Adeline Atkinson is CEO of Global Music Group.”

I felt intimidated, and I wasn’t even the one about to play for her. Dillon didn’t know who she was or seem to care as he rolled his head around, popping his neck and then settled the guitar on his shoulders and struck the first notes of the song.

The power and strength didn’t fade from our first hearing, and before he was done, I’d slipped an arm over Nancy’s shoulder, and she’d cuddled down into my chest, one of her hands on my thighs and my body screaming out for it to slide between them.

Morgan was spellbound once again as she held up the phone. This time I noticed a tiny trail of drool sliding down the corner of her mouth unnoticed as she stared at Dillon. Her slender body leaned forward, eager to be closer to such genius.

It's an incredible feeling, that rush of desire and need that fills a woman after hearing one of his songs. It's almost like seeing an adorable animal. You want to squeeze it because there’s nothing else that can relieve the intense emotions such cuteness causes in you. Only there’s no outlet for the wild need Dillon fills a woman with, and the more he plays the harder and harder it becomes to remember why we can’t throw ourselves at his feet to slake our lusts and savor his genius.

When the first lyrics rang out, Dillon’s deep voice projecting it to the back of the house, my whole body quaked with need, and I heard a cry of surprise from the phone speaker, and Nancy and I shared broad smiles. Morgan, the poor young thing, her slender legs shaking, pressed a hand to her stomach, fingers lacing in the expensive material, and gripping in a white-knuckled grip that distorted the fabric.

The song ended each note exactly the same as the first time he’d played it. It was evident Dillon had practiced this song on his own, and I shared a smile with him, mine beaming with pride.

“Now that…” came Adeline’s breathless voice from the other side of the phone’s speaker, “Is a hit song if I ever heard one! … Jesus Christ Morgan, you gorgeous little minx, you earned your nut today.

“Kid,” the CEO said, her voice deadly serious, “you’re going to love it at Global Records. You’re going to be treated like a god damn king, anything you want, and I mean anything! You just ask old Adeline, and I’ll see you’re taken care of. You. Will. Want. For. Nothing. Just make your art under our label is all I ask.”

“Uhh, thanks?” Dillon said with a puzzled smile.

“Morgan!”

“Yes, Ma’am!” The pretty young woman said, standing up straight and tearing her eyes away from Dillon with a faint blush.

“You’re going to get this done—the Platinum Package. You make sure he gets the works. You hear me?! I want to see you both in LA before the month is over. We’re going to do big things here! I can feel it! Can’t you feel it? I can FEEL IT!”

The woman kept speaking, but it was clear she wasn’t talking to us as her voice faded into the background.

“Carmen get me Art, New Media, Legal and Sales in the conference room, I have something to play for them. You should stay too. Make sure it’s all recorded and sent to Morgan Fairbanks; she’s going to be lead A&R on new talent. Jesus Christ Carm, I haven’t even seen the kid, and he already made me more desperate to see him play live than Jimmy Page did.”

The voice got so faint we couldn’t make it out anymore, and with a glance between us, Morgan clicked off her phone, drawing in a deep breath as she turned to face Dillon. She opened her mouth to speak but paused, nothing coming out, and when the young man raised an eyebrow at her, she shivered and licked her lips, opening her mouth to speak again.

“We are prepared to offer you a very generous deal,” she said and licked her lips again, and I was struck by how unsure of herself and vulnerable she seemed before Dillon.

Only fifteen minutes before, she’d been confident and poised. The type of woman who was both beautiful and intelligent, and knew it, sure of herself in every situation. Now she was a trembling doe before a wolf, and I could see she wasn’t sure if she wanted him to consume her, or to flee as fast as she could. I remembered that feeling all too well.

“Is this where I’m supposed to say you’re my agent?” Dillon asked Nancy.

“Good boy,” she said with a warm smile, “It is indeed. All business should go through me as his agent, and Amanda here as his manager.”

Morgan frowned at that, regaining some of her composure as she frowned between Nancy and me. I could see suspicion clouding her features.

“There’s something I should warn you about right now,” she said to Dillon, still frowning at us, me especially, “This life is a lonely one, and you’ll come to rely on those around you. I’ve seen and heard too many stories of young artists betrayed by those closest to them. I’m just offering a warning.”

“I’ve seen VH1’s Behind the Music,” Dillon said with a lopsided grin that faded as he grew serious, unslinging his guitar and setting it carefully against the wall as he spoke, “If it wasn’t for Amanda, I wouldn’t have this guitar… I’d still be scratching at dirt, alone and depressed. I wouldn’t be able to make music that makes my soul sing. If not for Nancy, you wouldn’t be here, and this opportunity would have never come. I’m blessed by having them in my life, not by any talent of gift. I trust them both 100%, and no amount of money would change that.”

My heart exploded in my chest, or at least that’s what if felt like. I wanted to run and throw my arms around his neck and kiss him to death, but Nancy held me back, or I held her back, it was hard to tell as we gripped one another’s hands.

“Very well then,” Morgan said, the frown gone as she offered a nod of respect to Nancy and me, “I suppose we can begin our discussion now.”

“I have a better idea,” Nancy said, “why don’t you two take an hour or two and get to know one another a bit first. I know if Dillon signs the deal, then we’ll all be spending a lot of time together.”

“Good idea,” I said, catching Nancy’s silent que, “we can go out to dinner later. There is a great Italian place downtown.”

“Sounds perfect!” Nancy said, “that gives me time to stop by the studio and make sure everything’s set up for next week. Want to come, Amanda?”

I nodded and turned to Dillon and Morgan, grinning on the inside when the slender young woman’s eyes fell on the young musician, and I saw her nostrils flare in desire.

“Are you both going to be ok here alone?” I asked feigning concern, “We’ll only be an hour, two max.”

“Go,” Morgan said, offering me a glance of apology at the sharpness of her tone, her fingers twisting together, the struggle within her manifesting externally, “I mean, yes, we’ll be fine. It will give Dillon and me a chance to see if we click… The relationship between a recording label’s A&R and the artist is a sacred one. We shouldn’t rush into anything.”

The corners of my lips curled up to hear the inflection she put into that last sentence and winking at Nancy, we grabbed up our purses and walked to the door. Dillon walked us out a suspicious look on his face when I leaned in to give him a hug goodbye.

“You were amazing, I’m so proud of you,” I whispered in his ear, the feel of his body pressed to mine for the extended moment making me shiver with need, “Now claim that gorgeous young woman and make her a slave to your cock like Nancy and I are.”

I nipped his earlobe, causing Dillon to jump in surprise and grin down at me. I climbed into the Tesla feeling a thrill for what I knew was about to happen and aching sadness that I wouldn’t be able to witness it. Nancy threw me a wink as she backed down the narrow driveway.
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“How quiet are you in those heels?” Nancy asked me.

“Quiet?” I asked her.

Grinning, she put the car in park and turned it off, reaching into the backseat and pulling out two pairs of running shoes. Handing me one and starting to kick off her own heels.

“You really think I want to go to that creep’s store if I don’t have to?” She shook her head and went on, “There’s no way I’m missing that,” she nodded towards the house just out of sight behind the curving driveway.

“You’re brilliant,” I said, laughing as I kicked off my own heels.

“I know but stay quiet. The Tesla might be silent, but we aren’t.”

Feeling like a mischievous schoolgirl, I slipped out of the car and followed Nancy in a crouch as she led the way around the farm's fence and around Dillon’s house. The shoes were an old pair of Nancy’s and a bit snug on my feet, but thankfully we weren’t going far or moving quickly.

There was a low window in the corner of the living room that was shaded. We slipped into the dark corner and were able to peer into the house without being observed. Dillon and Morgan were sitting in their chairs chatting with one another, the woman bobbing her slender ankle, eyes sparkling flirtatiously.

We couldn’t quite make out what they were saying, so we shuffled close but still weren’t able to hear. Nancy reached out and lifted the window ever so slowly. I was sure she’d get caught, but both were so engrossed in the other that they didn’t notice.

“That might be true,” Morgan was saying, “but you have to look at these things with clear eyes. You might think they’re enough, but you haven’t seen all that this wonderful world has to offer.”

“I’m more worried about all the hassle that comes with it,” Dillon said, “Creating a whole tour, setting everything up in city after city… I wouldn’t even know where to begin.”

“That’s the beauty of it,” Morgan said, “We handle all of that. We’ve been doing this for decades Dillon, you’ll learn that I bring with me more skills and perks than you could ever dream of.”

“Prove it,” Dillon said, and I almost gasped at the steel in his voice and the look of burning intensity that suddenly lit within his blue eyes.

Morgan bit her bottom lip and flashed a grin, glancing at the door and back, but moving without hesitation. The tall and slender woman slipped out of her seat and onto her knees, leaning forward she began to crawl across the rug on hands and knees.

We could only see them at an angle, but I could tell their eyes were locked on one another’s. There were no words spoken as the gorgeous young executive slid between his legs, parting them with her shoulders and flipping free the buckle of his belt.

For the first time, the woman showed hesitation, pausing just as she was about to part the fly of his pants and looked up at him. I couldn’t see her expression, but I could make out Dillon’s clearly, and it went from domineering lust to gentle concern as he reached out and rested a hand on hers.

“Sorry,” he said, “I didn’t mean to force you… Look, I’m going to sign with you, you seem really cool, and Nancy and Amanda seem to trust you. I think you’re gorgeous and when I played I thought I felt… but that doesn’t matter. This was a mistake I don’t want to put you in a position where you feel obligated or something… God, I’m such an ass!”

“No!” Morgan said, grabbing his hands in hers and gripping them, still kneeling between his legs, “You’re not an ass at all, just the opposite, in fact. It’s just been a… I fear I’ll disappoint you. After you played such magnificent music… All I want is to give back to you all that you gave me, but I’m just going to ruin everything.”

The woman was starting to get emotional, and I wanted to walk in there and slap her, but I also knew how she must be feeling. Dillon’s music was powerful and his charisma and charm even more so. The first time you hear it live, it sank its teeth into you, tilting the axis of people’s worlds, leaving them disoriented.

“You could never,” Dillon said, he moved off the chair and sank to his knees with Morgan, holding her close and drawing her down into a sitting position on the floor with him, “We just met, but I see a gorgeous woman, with a good job, great friend, who’s smart and charming. You’d have to try pretty hard to ruin anything.”

“You’d be surprised,” Morgan said, blinking away her tears and smiling up at Dillon, “You’re very sweet.”

“I’m really not,” Dillon said with a shake of his head and a small frown, “Empathetic maybe, but I’m rarely ever called sweet.”

“Well, I’m calling you that,” Morgan said, her perfectly sculpted lips quirking in an adorable smile, “Also a genius on that guitar, and an amazing vocalist… You’re also pretty cute.”

“I never tire of hearing that,” Dillon said.

“Can I ask you a favor?” Morgan asked quietly, resting against Dillon’s side and looking up into his eyes, her lips mere inches away from his. Nancy reached back and gripped my hand. I felt it too, the tension growing around us.

“Anything,” Dillon breathed, his blue eyes locked onto hers.

“Forget everything I said over the last two minutes. Can we go back to before?” Her lashes fluttered, and I felt a real tinge of jealousy at how good the woman was. She’d twisted her slender body against his side slowly, one leg laid out along his and her hand resting on his firm stomach, her gentle sighs drawing him closer and closer. When she spoke again, it was in a throaty growl that set the vein in his neck pulsing.

“I’ve never wanted anyone so-oh!”

Dillon scooped Morgan up in his arms and rolled her beneath him. His lips cutting off her speech, and the words changing to low moans as she wrapped her arms around his back. They turned on the floor, and Nancy and I were forced to get even closer to the window to see them at that angle. She and I pressed against one another; one arm wrapped around the other's waist as we clasped hands.

The two were making out on the floor, their hands groping and caressing. Dillon’s raised the woman’s shirt up, kissing his way up her tight stomach and pushing it up over her head and revealing her small perky breasts capped in light pink nipples.

Staring down at her with a hungry smile, one hand behind her back, he drew up breasts up to his lips, sucking first one and then the second nipple into his mouth. Morgan reached down and slipped her hand within his pants, and her eyes widened in surprise at what she found, a grin curling the corners of her lips.

Dillon was not to be denied, as he kissed and licked her body, stripping her naked and revealing a body slender and lithe like a model. Pressing her back, he kissed his way between her thighs and feasted on her pussy. I couldn’t help but feel an echo of her pleasure as I watched her back arch, firm little breasts standing out proud on her sexy body, nipples hardening as she gasped in pleasure.

Her fingers laced in Dillon’s hair, and with a growl of pleasure, she ground her hips into his face, gasping and biting her lip before she began to shudder in orgasm. Collapsing to the floor, she dragged him up, gasping for breath and kissing him with a fierce passion. Rolling over, she licked her lips and yanked down his pants.

“You’re a rock star indeed,” Morgan breathed when she beheld his massive cock.

Licking her lips in anticipation, she bent low, small hands running up and down his shaft delicately. Dillon sighed out in pleasure, rolling his head back as she planted gentle kisses along the shaft before sliding her lips over the fat head.

She could barely fit a quarter of his cock in her mouth and throat no matter how hard she tried, but her hands worked him to steely hardness with growing rhythm. Unable to help herself, she crawled up his body and threw one leg over his hips. Pressing his cock into her soaking pussy, she threw her head back, a hiss of ecstasy escaping her mouth.

“You’re so fucking hot,” Dillon said, his hands wrapped around her slender waist as he beheld her slowly, working his cock within her.

“I’ve never… oh, shit, baby… your cock is so big… so hard,” she leaned forward, grinning, and I heard them kissing, his hands sliding down to grip her ass as she began to rise and fall with more speed.

“You’re going to be a star,” Morgan said just loud enough for us to hear, her look intense as she held his gaze, “Every woman who sees you on that stage is going to want you… Every man will want to be you… Oh FUCK… Hmmm… Anything you want… I will give you everything… You gorgeous genius… FUCK! ME!”

Dillon was pounding into the woman now, and I could see the tension in his motions as the orgasm built within him. His massive cock was covered in her white cream as she came with a powerful shaking orgasm atop him, and then he was flooding her depths, and Nancy gripped my hand tight and I, hers.

Without even noticing, my other hand had left her side and slipped within my skirt, and I was rubbing my pussy, the waves of pleasure suddenly intensified as I watched Dillon claim the beautiful young woman. Looking over, I saw Nancy wiping sweat from her upper lip with a trembling hand, her own skirt in disarray. Glancing at me guiltily, she noticed where my hand was and grinned, then motioned back the way we’d come.

As quietly as we could, we headed back to the car and got back in. Without saying a word, she started it up and rolled out the driveway and down the street, pulling into a small coffee shop. When she turned off the car, we sat there for several moments in silence before she spoke, finally breaking the tension.
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“That should not have been as exciting as it was,” she said, sounding conflicted.

“I agree,” I said, “My brain keeps telling me this is wrong, and I should be offended by it all. But my heart and body disagree.”

“Your daughter and her friend arrive tomorrow?” Nancy asked with a raised eyebrow.

“They do,” I said, nodding, feeling my heart racing once more, “I planned to invite Dillon over around noon so they could hear him play and she could talk to him about a social media strategy.”

“That should be an… interesting time.” She grinned mischievously at me.

“I’ll be serving drinks at five, you should come by,” I said with a wink, “I think things should just be heating up by then.”

“You’ve become positively wicked,” Nancy said, “I love it.”

“Everything for Dillon,” I said, feeling it deep in my soul.

“Everything for Dillon,” Nancy said in reply, her smile showing she felt precisely the same way.

Climbing out of the car, we went into the coffee shop and ordered four coffees then took turns cleaning ourselves up in the bathroom. After changing our shoes back to heels, we drove back to Dillon’s to pick them up for dinner.

Dillon had his usually relaxed charm when he came out and climbed into the backseat, but Morgan blushed a fiery red when Nancy and I smiled knowingly at her, ducking her head to avoid our eyes as she slid in beside Dillon.

“How was the studio?” Dillon asked as Nancy started pulling out.

“We didn’t go,” I said, turning with their coffees, “stopped by a coffee shop instead. We had something to catch up on. How was your afternoon getting to know one another?”

“I think we’re going to get along just fine,” Dillon said with a crooked grin.

“I was able to reassure young Dillon that the label will always have his best interests at heart. We love our artists and are always willing to go that extra mile to make sure they have everything they require to perform at their highest levels.”

“Sounds like you two worked up an appetite,” Nancy said, causing the self-satisfied smile to slip from Morgan’s lips and her cheeks to color faintly once more.

I brought up the topic of the playlists I’d made Dillon, asking which ones he’d like the best and felt resonated with the sound he wanted to make. Nancy was quiet as we talked about music, but Morgan knew a tremendous amount. If I’m being honest, she knows much more than me, but I guess that only made sense, since it was in her job description to help artists formulate their sound and even song choices sometimes.

She wasn’t stuck up or snobbish about her music, which I appreciated, and her tastes fell mostly in line with mine. She was an unrepentant lover of disco, which threatened to destroy my opinion of her until she told me Mel Tormé was the most exceptional vocalist and arranger that ever lived, and I wanted to kiss the woman. My love for the Velvet Fog, as he was known a century ago, is deep and genuine, and we bonded over it.

Dillon had only heard a few of the song and artist we bantered back and forth, but Morgan was ever ready with her phone to play it for him, so he had a reference. She was great at her job and so charming and engaging that I found myself falling prey to her tricks as well. They weren’t nefarious, but like most labels, she was steering Dillon towards the more accessible sounds and poppy groups.

The restaurant was packed when we arrived, and as we walked up, Morgan slipped her arm in Dillon’s, and I couldn’t help but appreciate the sight of them together. He was tall and lanky, whipcord strong, and with a brooding beauty that was almost impossible for me to pull my eyes from. Morgan was flawless. Her willowy beauty, long straight dark brown hair, and those perfect patrician features shouted ‘model’ to ever person standing outside waiting for a table. Added to the effect were Nancy and I in lowcut dresses with short skirts and tall heels, our makeup and hair flawless.

Heads turned as we walked up to the front of the restaurant, and I felt like we were on a stage. My stage-fright suddenly came roaring in, and I gripped Nancy’s arm tightly. A fluttering panic rose in my breast, threatening to send me scurrying back to the car, but thankfully Nancy was there to keep me calm.

Focusing my attention on how well Dillon was doing, I tried to ignore the lascivious looks of the men and dagger glares from women as they took in my curvy form. Nancy had booked our reservation, and we were ushered right in, to a small table in a shadowy corner.

Dillon sat in the corner, and the three of us arrayed ourselves around him, like a king holding court with his concubines. There was a surreal moment as we ordered, where I imagined what it would be like in a few months. Going out in public like this would probably become impossible, for, in my mind, Dillon would become too famous for venturing out in public without a disguise.

As we sat and ate our meal, chatting and flirting with one another, it felt like we were getting away with something. Not the apparent fact that Dillon was so much younger than us, or that Nancy and Morgan between their purses, shoes, and clothing had spent enough to buy a mid-sized family sedan, but Dillon’s immense talent felt so evident to me that it was hard to see why others didn’t see it as well.

We three lucky ladies had a glowing diamond, and all anyone else could see was a dull stone.

The appetizer was served along with our drinks and a coke for Dillon. I thought to sound out Morgan and get a better feel for her, and it seemed she had the same idea.

“So, Amanda,” she said, turning in her chair to face me with a brilliant smile, her green eyes flashing, “You have to tell me about the Ramones at the Roxy!”

“What?” I asked in surprise, “How did you know about that?!”

“Girl, you were on the list. Global Music Group keeps track of those kinds of things. I put your name in our system before coming out here, and that was the first thing that popped up. You have to tell me about that night, I’ve heard stories, but you were actually there! And Joey supposedly wrote your name in himself…” she grinned mischievously at me, “Seems you had an eye for talent even back then.”

“It was nothing like that,” I said, feeling my cheeks heat, “My girlfriend and I ran into him in a dive bar. She didn’t even know who he was, but he couldn’t keep his eyes off her all night. He invited her, but I managed to get my name down. I didn’t get to talk to him or Johnny, but Dee Dee was nice. They were amazing, but started out a little rocky, I think they were drunk.”

“That’s amazing,” Morgan said with a grin of genuine interest.

She kept peppering me with questions about my teenage years in the nineties and all the great shows I’d seen. I’ve known charming people in my life and looking like I do, I’ve had the full force of their personalities directed at me, but I’d never encountered anyone as beautiful and charming as Morgan.

The food was delicious, and the wine flowed as we dined, laughing and flirting with one another, uncaring of who might be watching or what they might think. We eschewed dessert, not wanting to stuff ourselves with heavy foods, and eager to be off and have our real dessert.

We, three ladies, stumbled from the restaurant, laughing and holding onto one another to keep upright. We had nice happy buzzes going, but thankfully weren’t sloppy drunk or spinning. Nancy was just giving me her best Pat Benatar impression to the amusement of the hostess watching us from inside when Dillon pulled up in her Tesla.

“Look at the handsome cabbie,” Nancy said with a crooked grin, “come to give us a ride… hic!”

“Get in,” Dillon said with a long-suffering grin, “We’ll drop Morgan off at the hotel, then I’ll take you ladies home.”
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Pulling open the back door, I climbed across the seat, a pair of hands pushing on my ass, and then Nancy and Morgan climbed in behind me. The three of us pressed together in the backseat and giggling as Dillon pulled out of the parking lot.

“I’ve wanted to tell you all night,” Morgan said as she turned towards me in the middle seat, “That you have the most amazing breasts I’ve ever seen… They look flawless.”

“They are,” Nancy said with a grin, reaching behind my back and flicking the clasp on the top of my dress.

“Hey!” I said with an embarrassed grin as I clutched the fabric to keep it from falling down.

“Please?” Morgan asked, and it was with such sincere vulnerability that I couldn’t help but relent.

With a shy smile, I lowered my hands. The windows were darkly tinted, but I still felt on display for all the world, as my massive tits came into view. Morgan grinned in delight, and before I could object or stop her, had reached out and palmed one breast, her fingers sinking into the firm flesh as she hefted and massaged it.

“Hmmm,” I moaned, unable to help myself, and Morgan took that as permission to bend low, her green eyes locked on mine as she at first, gently kissed and then suckled and teased the nipple.

A shiver of pleasure went down my spine, and then Nancy was there. Her lips found mine as she pressed me back into the corner of the back seat. Soft hands slipped up my dress, and before I knew it, my tiny panties were stripped off my thighs and flung to the side.

“Oh, god, yes!” I hissed, unable to control myself when I felt Morgan’s tongue trail across my sensitive pussy lips, leaving a trail of fire in her wake. I took a fist full of the gorgeous younger woman’s hair, unable to help myself as I ground my pussy onto her tongue.

Nancy gathered my breasts and was kissing, licking, and massaging them. Sending small aftershocks of pleasure throughout me. Those were nothing compared to the pleasure Morgan was giving me.

If my body was an instrument, then the slender woman was a master musician playing it. Her every touch only served to send me higher and higher into the realm of pleasure. Her tongue was continually moving in concert with her teasing fingers and kissing lips. My clit gets overly sensitive when I near the point of orgasm, and Morgan gave it the barest touches of her tongue as I drew closer and closer.

It was a glance up into the rearview mirror that sent me over the edge. Dillon’s brilliant blue eyes were filled with awe and lust as he stared back at us. I was practically naked now, the plaything for two beautiful women. Holding his gaze, I felt powerful waves of pleasure roll through me, and my thighs clamped down on Morgan’s head, ass pressing into the seat as I hissed in pleasure.

Climbing out of the hazy sea of bliss I found Nancy and Morgan pressed against my side, my best friend had stripped Morgan’s panties off and had a hand between the woman’s thin thighs, her fingers wetly working away as the two made out. Grinning, I joined in, each of us giggling as we figured out how to do three-way kisses in the shifting car.

“We’re here,” Dillon said, the car pulling to a stop.

“Close,” Morgan breathed, “Oh god Nancy… I’m cumming,” Shaking in her orgasm, the recording company exec fell forward into Nancy’s and my arms.

We held her gently as she caught her breath. Picking her head up, she looked at us, and Dillon then grinned mischievously. Leaning forward, she whispered in my ear.

“Someone got a little excited watching us back here,” turning to Nancy, she said, “perhaps we should head up to my room and help him with that problem?”

Nancy and I looked at Morgan, both grinning the same eager smile and nodded. Dillon looked back curiously when all three of us situated our dresses in place and started climbing out of the car. It was parked outside the front door, and I saw a young man who must have been the night bellhop standing just inside, looking bored.

The young man’s boredom disappeared when the three of us piled out of the backseat, and he stood up straight, eyes wide as he stared at us. The young man couldn’t have been much older than Dillon, and by all reasonable measures was handsome, but I felt nothing when I looked at him. In fact, just the opposite, most other men now repelled me slightly as they just couldn’t even begin to measure up to Dillon.

That thought was playing through my head as the three of us drunkenly pulled open his door and started hauling him out of the Tesla.

“Hey, what are you doing?” He said, laughing, “I thought I was driving you home? Shouldn’t I park or something?”

“Take too long,” Morgan said with a crooked grin, “Need you now, Mmmmhh.”

“Valet!” Nancy called as she pulled the keys from Dillon’s hand.

The young man gave a start and looked around before pointing at himself stupidly.

“Park my car,” she glanced at me with a raised eyebrow, “We’ll be out to get it in… two? Three hours?”

“Maybe more,” I said with a deep blush as I linked my arm in Dillon’s and pressed myself to his side.

The young man’s eyes were disbelieving as he looked between the three of us, and then he seemed to notice Dillon for the first time, and a look of recognition stole over his face.

“Dillon?” The guy asked as he walked out slowly, “Is that you? Dude…”

“Yea,” Dillon said with a tilt of his head as if he was trying to place the guy, “Sorry I can’t quite place you…”

“Jonny Simms,” the guy said as if it was obvious, “I graduated the year before you. Captain of the football team. I dated Brandy Hill… the hottest girl in school… I mean, she’s no Heather Kowalski, but she was hot as fuck.”

My cheeks heated at his words, and I felt like it should be evident that I was her mother, but he didn’t seem to notice the resemblance.

“I remember you, Jonny,” Dillon said with a slow nod, and I felt him grow tense, and a sour twist come to his lips, “You were one of those guys who rode around with a paddleboard beating up freshman and throwing sophomores in trashcans all year.”

“Yeah, man, that shit was hilarious,” the boy laughed at himself, oblivious of the disgust on mine and the other ladies’ faces. Then with a quick glance around at the three of us, he blushed and said quietly and quickly to Dillon, “Dude, we should catch up sometime…”

“Sure,” Dillon said offhandedly as Morgan slipped under his other arm, and we began steering him into the hotel, only one thing on our minds, “Be good, man.”

“Yea,” Jonny said, his voice faint and face disbelieving as Nancy handed him the keys with a wink and then sauntered off after the three of us, her small round ass swaying hypnotically. “What the fuck, man?”

I heard the last as a faint whisper as we four entered the lobby.

The young woman standing behind the counter staring at her phone, on the point of falling asleep, sat up straight when we walked by, her eyes going just as wide as Jonny’s when she saw the three of us ladies hanging all over young Dillon. We hardly paid her any mind, but Dillon was blushing a furious shade of red by the time Morgan slipped her keycard into the door. But then we were piling in, hands and lips eagerly seeking bare skin as we stumbled to the bed.
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I could sense the intense need in Nancy, her fingers trembling as she fumbled at Dillon’s belt, and I had other ideas in my head. Pressing Morgan down onto the springy mattress, I lay atop her, my hand sliding up her slender muscled thigh and across her tight stomach to cup her small breasts. Our kiss was soft and gentle until I pinched and twisted the woman’s hard little nipple, and she ground her pussy into my thigh and sucked hard on my lips, hands pulling me into her as we rolled across the bed.

The sounds of wet sucking came to my ears, and I felt an added thrill at knowing what was going on nearby, but all my attention was riveted on the soft and gorgeous young woman in my arms. Our hands drew the others’ dress off, peeling the material away from pale flesh as we kissed and caressed one another.

My time with Nancy had been passion-filled and emotionally charged, added to the wickedness of fooling around with a young genius, everything had been heightened. Part of that was still at work in me now, with Nancy and Dillon nearby, but more so, I found myself loving the feel of a woman’s body in my arms. Her skin was smooth and soft, and her gentle sighs as I touched and caressed her turned me on more and more.

Eager to return her favor from earlier, I pressed her down onto her back, biting my lip as I took in her model-like body and kissed my way down her firm stomach to her bald slit. My first taste of her young pussy sent a thrill of illicit pleasure down to my pussy, and then I dove in.

Swirling my tongue around her hard, little clit, Morgan gripped my hair, hissing out in pleasure as I brushed the tip of a finger across her outer lips before dipping it in to finger her gently. The tall woman was incredibly tight—her spasming pussy drawing my finger into her as she humped my face gently.

The bed shook under me, and I glanced over to see Dillon pushing Nancy onto the bed and bending her over, their clothes stripped free, and his massive cock shiny with my friend’s saliva. She bit her lip, grinning at me in pleasure, and laced her fingers into Morgan’s as Dillon pushed his cock into her from behind.

The young man gripped Nancy’s narrow hips, and I heard the slap of flesh upon flesh, and her deep grunt of pleasure as he thrust fully into her in one go. Then the bed was rocking, and I worked my fingers and tongue in time with the sound of Dillon and Nancy’s sexes slapping together.

Morgan came with a cry and a shudder, her thighs clamping down on my head hard, cutting off all sound for a few seconds as she shuddered beneath me. Kissing my way up her stomach, I grinned as she lifted her head groggily and smiled back.

Our lips met as we clung to one another, and it was my turn to sigh out as she gripped one massive breast, massaging it, and one of my ass cheeks in her hands.

“You’re… Oh, Dillon, baby… I’m cumming… on your big dick… oh god, baby!”

Nancy clutched at Morgan and me, her face twisted as if it was in pain as she shook beneath Dillon. Then with a gasp, she reached back and pressed back on his hips. The look on Dillon’s face was pained as well, and I could tell he was close to cumming.

Moving to the side, I parted Morgan’s legs and grinned at the boy. Biting my lips, I reached down and parted the younger woman’s pussy lips and raised my eyebrows, inviting him in.

“Hmm,” Morgan moaned, “Jesus, this is so fucking hot… yes… fuck me, Dillon… let me feel that perfect cock again.”

“You’re so sexy,” Dillon said, looking down at both of us, as he shifted on the mattress between Morgan’s legs.

“Fuck her baby,” I hissed as I leaned forward and kissed Dillon, reaching down I laced my fingers around his throbbing cock and pressed the tip into Morgan’s tiny pussy and felt the woman shudder as he slid into her wetness slowly.

Then Dillon was fucking her hard, the need in him too great for slow and gentle lovemaking. I could feel how desperate he was to get his first load out as I kissed him, his muscles all hard as he gripped Morgan’s slender waist and fucked her hard.

The record exec moaned incoherently, her pussy having just recovered from one orgasm, was sent right into another and another as he took her with powerful thrusts. Dillon came shortly after, his thrusts faltering and a grunt of pleasure escaping his throat. I nearly came as well when he shoved his cock deep into her womb and flooded it, Morgan’s eyes wide at the knowledge of his young seed filling her, and then she was drifting into unconscious bliss, a lazy smile stuck on her lips.

Dillon was shaky after his powerful orgasm, but Nancy and I couldn’t keep our hands off him. With gentle fingers and soft lips, we worked our way down his sweaty body after he collapsed beside Morgan. I felt the boys cock twitch as my nipples grazed the slick shaft, and looking up at him, I couldn’t help the flush of pride I felt when I saw his eyes staring at my hanging breasts in desire.

Sitting up slightly, I moved between his legs and shuffled forward. Taking up my massive breasts in two hands, I wrapped them around his cum coated shaft. Nancy grinned at me, kissing both breasts as she wrapped one hand around the base of Dillon’s cock and held it upright for me.

“God damn Amanda,” Dillon moaned, “that looks so hot… and it feels amazing.”

“Good,” I said softly, “It’s like your beautiful cock is massaging my breasts,” I said as I rose and fell slowly, sliding my firm breasts up and down the now hard shaft.

When I moved down his cock, Nancy move forward, and her long tongue snaked out, licking all around the head of Dillon’s cock, causing him to sigh in pleasure. Then Morgan was there as well. Pressing my tits firmly around the base of his cock, I stroked the shaft lightly as Morgan and Nancy licked and kissed all around the head.

Dillon was in heaven; I could see it from the look on his face. His brilliant blue eyes took in Morgan and Nancy’s pert asses, and he reached out caressing them and the women’s bodies before glancing back to watch the three of us worshipping him. I felt his cock throb hard when our eyes locked, and a silly disbelieving smile tugged at the corner of his mouth.

His gaze drew me to him and releasing my hold on my breasts, I crawled up his body, Nancy and Morgan’s hands all over me as I did. My eyes were filled with the sight of his gorgeous face, and I nearly came when the look of ecstasy passed over it, as Nancy fit his cock into my soaked sex.

I didn’t even have a chance to sink onto him before Dillon thrust up into me in one powerful move, the air escaping my lungs in a whoosh and the first shock of a small orgasm racing along my nerve endings from my fingers and toes.

It felt like I rode a wild stallion. Dillon’s hands gathered my massive breasts, and I pulled his face up into them, moaning out as he took first one nipple, and then the other in his lips, sucking and twisting them gently. His hips driving up into me again and again, lifting me to soaring heights, again and again, my body abuzz and mind hazy.

I was a rag doll in the young man’s arms, his and the two brunette’s who couldn’t seem to keep their hands off us. Parts of me I’d never thought could cause pleasure and arousal, were licked and touched, drawing gasps and yelps of delight from me.

When I felt a hot tongue sliding all over his thick shaft and balls as Morgan lay between his legs, Dillon’s cock swelled to nearly twice its size in me and got hard as steel. I could never tell if it was one powerful orgasm that hit me or the culmination of a dozen orgasms that got bigger and bigger.

When I came, my pussy got so tight around Dillon’s cock it felt like he was pulling my insides out with him, and then he thrust deep into my womb and flooded it with his hot stuff. I felt every spurt within me and struggled to preserve the memories as I fell into Nancy and Dillon’s arms, sweaty, exhausted, and having experienced more pleasure than I’d ever dreamed possible.

Nancy held me close as I recovered, my own hand cupping the firm roundness of her ass, and hers gently massaging my breasts. Beside us, Dillon and Morgan kissed gently, the slender woman’s hand slowly stroking his cock hard again.

“We’re your team,” Morgan said softly, indicating Nancy and me, “and we’re going to make sure you have everything you need to succeed. Let this be the first of many such nights.”

“I don’t know what to say,” Dillon said, reaching over to draw Nancy and me close as well, “Honestly, I’m so happy… there aren’t even words to describe it.”

“Yes, there are,” Nancy said with a sly smile as she slipped down his body slowly, “It’s called being loved… Let us prove it to you.”

I moved beside my best friend, and Morgan slipped onto her other side. The three of us grinned at one another, feeling wicked and wild at the same time. Looking up at the genius guitar player, I felt such a powerful desire to serve and please him, and I knew the other women felt the same way.

We drew out the three-way blowjob as long as we could. Not only was Dillon in heaven, but the three of us were as well. We took turns sucking, licking and stroking him while the other two made out, or licked his balls and shaft. Dillon loved when all three of our tongues were on his cock, licking up and down in sync with one another. It was becoming second nature for Nancy and me to stroke and lick him together. We moved as one, trading his cock back and forth with our thick lips as the other stroked him into her mouth.

We were able to draw out our combined pleasure for a good thirty minutes. Whenever Dillon got too close to popping, we would back off, kissing one another or sucking each other’s tits and nipples as he calmed down, then we would dive right back onto that massive steely beast.

When he finally came, it was like a fountain exploding. Nancy and I stroked him, our fingers interlocked as he shot across all three of our lips and mouths. With moans of pleasure, we swallowed and licked up his sweet cum before crawling up to cuddle him to ourselves, each lost in their own heaven as we savored this perfect moment.
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The four of us cuddled and kissed for another thirty minutes, calming down and enjoying one another, before exhaustion began to do its work on us. We pulled on our clothes as Morgan snuggled under the covers. Each of us pausing to give her a kiss goodbye, Dillon’s and mine lasting by far the longest. I was surprised at the ache I felt as we slipped out of the room, and I couldn’t wait until we met up with the beautiful executive again.

As we walked through the lobby, the bellhop stared at the three of us with awe, and I realized it was obvious what we’d been up to. Nancy and I’s dresses were wrinkled from being on the floor and our hair in disarray from being so thoroughly fucked.

“Later, Jonny,” Dillon said, and I caught him throwing a wink at the young man whose face was white as a ghost.

Feeling scandalous, I slipped my arm around Dillon’s waist and planted a kiss on his neck as I pressed my massive breasts into his arm, Nancy moving in to do the same on his other side as we walked outside. Jonny shook himself out of his shock and ran to collect the car.

Nancy slipped a twenty in the kid's hand, as the two of us climbed into the backseat, Dillon taking the keys to drive us home. The last thing the poor guy saw was Nancy slipping into my arms, one hand cupping one of my breasts as her lips found mine, then the door closed, and Dillon was driving away.

I was still tipsy as I walked up to my driveway, pussy pleasantly sore from Nancy’s frigging fingers, and I turned to wave goodbye as Dillon drove off. I could see Nancy bending low in the front seat and felt a small shiver of envy as I imagined sucking on that gorgeous cock as he drove. The thrill of being caught exciting me.

I noticed Heather's little Honda Civic parked outside and another car I didn’t recognize parked in our driveway. The back of the vehicle had a college sticker from Heather’s school, so I figured it must be her friends. Unlocking the door, I was hit by the scent of alcohol and stale beer.

Frowning in annoyance and expecting to find an enormous mess, I walked through the living room and kitchen. Heather hadn’t been as irresponsible as I first assumed, but she and her friends had obviously had a fun night. The recycling was full of empty beer bottles and an empty fifth of tequila. The sink had three cocktail glasses and plates in it, and it looked like they’d made nachos at some point, from the still open microwave and the bag of shredded cheese left out on the counter.

Heather had made an effort to clean up, so I couldn’t be too mad at her, but I couldn’t sleep until I’d put the cheese away and filled the cups and plates with water to soak overnight. Finally, I climbed the stairs, heels in one hand, and purse in the other. Memories of my day flashing through my head, causing my lips to twitch in a grin of delight.

I passed Heather's room and heard the sounds of gentle snores from within as well as a familiar melody. Opening the door quietly, I peeked in to see my beautiful daughter and two of her friends cuddled together on her bed. I recognized her friend and roommate, Jen, but the other girl was new to me. Her face was turned into one of Heather’s massive breasts, so I couldn’t make out her features, but she had long, straight black hair that shone in the moonlight. Her body was as slender as a schoolgirl, with a tiny pert ass that looked delightful in her little white panties. The girl’s skin was the palest white, and I thought she was Asian but couldn’t be sure.

In Heather’s hand, her phone still played the first video of Dillon playing that I’d sent her. Feeling nostalgic for years ago when she’d been my little girl, I went in and pulled the phone from her hand gently and turned off the video.

Heather groaned and shifted in bed, the covers falling down. I saw that she and Jen were both without panties, and from the scent of their sexes, the girls had fooled around. With one final glance at Jen, and grinning as I took in her busty little body, I slipped out of Heather’s room and hurried into bed.

Jen was a beautiful girl, blonde and bubbly, she was an outgoing and inquisitive girl who flirted with everyone as easily as another person breathes. Her charm and beauty would have seen her be the most desirable and beautiful girl in her college or maybe the whole state, if not for Heather.

It shouldn’t have been my first thought as I slipped a hand down between my legs to touch my aching pussy, but images of Dillon dominating the perky blonde filled my head as I rubbed myself off. Even more indecent images flitted through my mind, and at first, I pushed them away, but finally, needing the massive release that hovered just on the edge of my awareness, I let the taboo thoughts invade my fantasies. When I finally came, it was so powerful that I passed out into blissful sleep right after.

I woke to the sounds of banging pots and pans and the giggling cries of girls making a mess. Climbing out of bed, I hopped in the shower, happy to wash clean under the hot steamy waters. As I scrubbed, memories of the night before, as well as the past couple days, rolled through my mind, and I struggled to feel the least bit shameful or bad about it.

Just the opposite, in fact. I felt more alive, and happy, more beautiful, and desirable than I ever had before in my life. Not only that I was working with women and a man I loved, to do something, to help him make something grand and beautiful. Even if I was a small cog in the machine of Dillon’s success, it would still be one of the greatest experiences of my life.

Saturday mornings are usually for chores, and Dillon wouldn’t be coming by until later in the afternoon. Pulling on a pair of yoga pants, a loose shirt, and putting my hair up in a ponytail, I went downstairs to see what the girls were up to.

Their loud voices greeted me first before I stepped around the corner and into the kitchen. Heather was in front of the stovetop, flipping pancakes while her friends sat at the counter, sipping orange juice.

“Hey Mom,” Heather said, flashing me a dazzling smile when she noticed me, “You know Jen, and this is Momo, she’s was in our musical theory class sophomore year, and we’ve been friends ever since.”

“Hi Mrs. Kowalski,” Jen said, flashing me a bright smile.

I glanced at Momo and saw the girl was Asian, Japanese, if I didn’t miss my guess, and she was an adorable little waif. With a cute button nose and the most breathtaking pale blue eyes that looked even more extraordinary on her exotic features. The girl blushed prettily and ducked her head, unable to meet my gaze for long and staring with wide eyes at my massive breasts before looking away quickly and blushing an even darker shade of red.

“Hello dear,” I said, pouring myself a cup of coffee and opening the fridge for the cream.

“Momo is a music major,” Heather said with breathless excitement as she wiped up a little pancake batter that had spilled, “and she’s a genius on the drums. I wanted to introduce her to Dillon. I think she can really help his sound.”

“That’s a thought,” I said, feeling unsure about the arrangement, when I offered a smile to Momo she blushed a shade I didn’t think was possible and looked down at her orange juice, “You can certainly run it by him, he and Nancy will be coming by later in the afternoon. I was hoping to speak with you before then about the social media strategy.”

“We have so many ideas,” Heather said excitedly pulling out her phone and calling up the notes app, “Jen made a PowerPoint that we will go over with you before Dillon gets here to make sure it’s what you’re looking for. Mom, we’ve been kinda going crazy this past week, barely sleeping and spending all of our free time working on this.”

“That’s great,” I said with genuine joy, “we met with the recording executive yesterday, it went really well.”

“Holy shit,” Jen said, “so this is legit then… a real label is interested in him?”

“Global Music Group,” I said and smiled when Jen and Heather whistled in surprise. Momo glanced around with a questioning frown, and I explained who they were.
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Heather finished up a large platter of pancakes, half of them a touch darker than I like, but with butter and syrup, I could hardly notice. We sat at the kitchen bar, Heather standing and eating, as I told them everything that had been happening. Well, almost everything, from the sly glances Jen threw my way and the curious frowns I saw on Heather and Momo’s faces, they clearly knew I wasn’t telling them everything. Perhaps my own blushes and breathless joy when talking about Dillon, gave something away.

They were each excited when I told them about the studio time, and the deal Nancy was going to work out with the label. Heather peppered me with questions about the studio and what I thought the timeline with the label would be, while Jen asked about Nancy and Morgan.

Momo slowly opened up throughout the meal, commenting here and there, but she was quiet even then. I felt a small thrill every time she shot a sideways stare at me and found myself flouncing before her just a little when I got more OJ to refill our glasses. Even going so far as to offer her my own shy seductive smile as our eyes locked for a moment. I felt a thrill run down to my core at the girl’s shy glances, similar to how I felt when Dillon looked at me.

“We’re going to head downtown and see what's new at Miyamo’s,” Heather said, talking about a small boutique that offered the best shopping in town, “Do you want to come?”

“No,” I said,” I’m going to clean the house and get some chores done.”

“I’ll help you clean up Mrs. Kowalski,” Momo said with a pretty little smile.

“Ugh,” Jen said, “You’re never any fun, Momo. I swear if you weren’t the Cosplay queen, I’d think you’re the most boring twenty-one-year-old I know.”

“Cosplay?” I asked with a curious frown.

“Don’t get her started,” Heather said with a roll of her eyes at Momo, she flashed a grin to show she was joking, “Momo is probably the biggest influencer at our school. How many followers do you have now?”

“Four million,” she girls said with a shy blush, “but I think half of them are fake accounts.”

“How did you get so many followers?” I asked in shock. Even the biggest rock stars of the eighties and nineties didn’t have nearly as many as this slip of a girl.

“Thirsty boys,” Jen said with a cackling laugh.

Heather pulled out her phone and showed me the girl's account, getting Momo to explain the various outfits and costumes she wore in each photo. I was absolutely fascinated by it. I’d seen people dress up for movies or KISS concerts, things like that, but this was a whole sub-culture that I’d known nothing about. And the photos…

Momo, or Momo-chan, as she’s known online, is a gorgeous slip of a girl. Apparently, this aligned well with a lot of the most famous characters in Japanese cartoons, comic books, and video games. I didn’t know any of the characters she was dressed as, but each looked more amazing and magical than the next.

The girl made her own costumes out of all sorts of materials, even building the guns and weapons she used. I didn’t even notice when Heather and Jen went upstairs to get ready to head out, Momo and I were lost in a conversation about one of her most recent cosplay outfits.

“It sounds so artsy and crafty,” I said, “I’d love to work on a costume sometime.”

“Are you serious?” Momo asked excitedly, “because a woman with your… proportions would be able to play many roles. The boys would go absolutely crazy to see you dressed up in a costume.”

“We’re heading out Mom,” Heather called from the front door, “are you and Momo going to be ok?”

“We’re fine, dear,” I called, “you two have fun. And Heather, can you pick up a couple bottles of wine for tonight while you're out?”

“We will,” she called back before closing and locking the door.

There was an awkward moment where Momo and I looked anywhere but at one another, and then I hopped out of my chair intent on cleaning up after breakfast.

“Heather said you play the piano,” Momo said carefully as if testing something out, “have you ever played the keyboard?”

“A little when I was younger,” I said, smiling, “I mostly just play for the church choir now and for music lessons. Nothing serious.”

“I brought my electric drum kit if you would like to play,” she shifted nervously on the chair before continuing, “I’d like to warm up before playing with that young man later. Would you mind playing with me for a little bit?”

“Not at all,” I said with a grin.

I’d been eager to play all week again but felt self-conscious in the face of Dillon’s exceptional genius. Momo hopped out of her seat and helped me clean up. The tiny girl was unlike most of Heather's other friends in that way. The girl went to Heather's room to shower and get ready for the day as I dusted and vacuumed.

The dozen little chores that need to be done each week to have a well-ordered household have always been calming to me, putting me into a meditative state where I could relax and listen to music on full blast. I did so that morning as well, happy to see Momo singing along with the Nirvana album I had playing on repeat, as she went about her tasks.

I was just finishing up in the living room when Momo came in with a large black case. Setting it down, she began pulling out poles and various round disks. It was the oddest looking drum kit I’d ever seen since there were no drums at all, just electric pads in place of drums.

The girl was very precise about how she set everything up, taking her time in a way that told me she was far from a novice. I hurried back to my bedroom and pulled my keyboard down from the closet shelf.

There was a strange energy working its way through me as I lugged it to the living room and set it up. The young woman and I didn’t say anything to one another, but we kept shooting glances at each other, sizing the other up. Each with the same amount of anxiety as we settled stools in place and stood near the instruments, not quite sure how to start.

“Let’s have a smoke first,” Momo said, “that always helps to settle the nerves and get the creative juices flowing.”

“I don’t smoke cigarettes,” I said with a little frown, about to tell her she shouldn’t either when the girl pulled a small short one-hitter pipe out of her pocket.

I blinked in surprise and then laughed, not sure whether I should be happy or offended. The mom in me wanted to be offended, but the musician in me that hadn’t jammed with anyone in more than over ten years, was grateful to see an old friend.

Slipping into my backyard, we stood huddled in the corner of my patio like a couple of schoolgirls hiding from their parents. Momo gave me a wink and then took a small hit, coughing out a cloud of white smoke. The piney scent made my mouth water, and I felt a touch of anxiety when she handed me the small glass pipe.

“It’s been a long time,” I said, sounding even more unsure than I felt.

“Just take a small one,” the adorable Japanese girl said, “That’s all I do. Just enough to get a head change and shake free the nerves. Let the music flow.”

“Ok,” I said nervously, feeling like an old woman, I sparked the lighter and drew in a slow breath.

The hot smoke made me cough immediately, and Momo was grinning and patting me on the back as we staggered inside. Suddenly the situation seemed hilarious. Here I was, hanging out with a girl I’d just met, a friend of my daughter’s from college, and I was about to jam with her. Then I remembered the night before, and that sent me into an even harder peel of laughter.

“What’s so funny?” Momo asked, struggling to breathe in between laughs.

“Everything,” I said, wiping a tear from my eye, “Thank you, god, it’s been too long since I did that… Don’t let yourself become too old too fast. Trust me, there is a lot of fun you can still have and be responsible.”

“You’re sleeping with him,” Momo said, her eyes widening in sudden realization, “Oh my god, I’m so jealous.”

“Oh honey,” I said with a shake of my head, my head buzzing from the smoke, “We’re all sleeping with him, and for some reason, it’s not weird. Isn’t that weird? In fact, it's just the opposite… we just want to bring him more…”

“Excuse me?” Momo asked, her own eyes now cherry red and a silly grin on her face, “We? What are we talking about?”

“I don’t remember,” I said with a grin, “are you hungry? I’m starving.”

“No, I want to play drums!” Momo punched her fist in the air in a cutesy way, “Drums!”
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I laughed and let her lead me into the living room. Suddenly I remembered that I’d set up my keyboard, and a flush of joy swept over me as I sat on the stool and turned it on. Tapping out a simple melody, I closed my eyes, grinning like a fool as the music filled the air. It was a simple tune, a pale accompaniment to Dillon’s first song. The notes had been bouncing around in my head for days.

A high hat cymbal rang out, a perfect tempo for the notes I was playing, and without thinking, I went into the second series of notes, creating a whole refrain as Momo tapped out the rhythm and added in a layer of staccato beats.

“That’s really good,” I said in surprise, opening my eyes and finding the girl grinning at me in a mirror of my own.

“You felt it,” she said, making a fist and pressing it to her heart, “here… play it again. Close your eyes, don’t stop until you lose the thread of it.”

Nodding, I followed the girl's instructions, starting from the beginning, her drums accompanying me perfectly and making it almost simple to see where the next notes fell. With her perfect beat, like twin tracks laid down for a train, I powered through two full minutes, and as the final notes hung in the air, we were nodding to one another, eyes wide in joy and right back into it.

Time flew by as we played, and I was surprised when I heard Heather's car pull up out front and glanced at the clock to see three hours had passed.

“I have to get changed and get started on dinner,” I said, standing and stretching my back, “but that was so much fun, Momo, thank you for that.”

“No, thank you, Mrs. Kowalski, we made some great music together.” The girl flashed me one of her cherubic smiles, and I felt my insides melt slightly.

“Please dear, call me Amanda, Mrs. Kowalski makes me feel so old.”

“Ok… Amanda,” she added extra weight to the word.

When I glanced over, there was a fire in her eyes that sent a tremble into the core of my body. She was seeing me, truly seeing me, in a way no one other than Nancy or Dillon, had in years. Feeling myself blush, I slipped down the hall and into my room to compose myself.

There was no mistaking the moment Heather and Jen got in the house. My girl has always been the center of attention in whatever room she’s in. Her great beauty and charm let her get away with all manner of behavior that wouldn’t fly if she didn’t make men’s tongues dry up and their knees knock whenever they glanced at her, or women so envious that it passed over into awe.

Making sure my makeup was still in place and that my eyes were clear now, I headed out to start working on dinner. Heather and Jen were pulling out clothes from their shopping bags and holding them up to show off to Momo.

“Mom look at this top,” Heather said, “I think it will look perfect on you. Look at this blue, isn’t it the perfect color to match your eyes and hair?”

She held up a small lowcut silky top that looked scandalously small. I felt a moment of shock at imagining myself in the garment, which was little more than a tube top, then I imagined Dillon and Morgan seeing me in it, and my cheeks heated up. Heather caught the blush and grinned wickedly.

“I think a certain young man might enjoy seeing those boobies of yours in it,” my daughter said with a snicker.

“I think all the boys might like seeing that,” Jen said, raising one eyebrow as she took in my massive breasts.

“Not just the boys,” Momo said, then ducked her head when I looked her way.

“Wear it tonight, Mom,” Heather said with a knowing smile, “I got a matching top, but in red, we can be twins.”

“Holy shit, you have to see her in it, Mrs. Kowalski,” Jen said with a disbelieving shake of her head, “when the girl working at the boutique saw her in it, she tripped and fell on her face, ha!”

“Poor girl,” Heather said, and I was pleased to see the generous thought from her. “It’s important that we put on a solid front. I know you’re already working with him, Mom, but this is the biggest opportunity for Jen and me that we’re probably ever going to get. Marketing and social media for a musician is one of the coolest jobs there is in the business, and our careers would be made if we do this right.”

“Just let me know how I can help,” I said.

Jen took my hand and pulled me down onto the couch, and I felt a touch anxious as she and Heather looked at me with focused attention. Momo glanced between the two curiously before taking a seat as well.

“Heather and I wanted to go over a few things with you before Dillon gets here,” Jen said, “Our idea is that I would be the publicist. I interned at Variety magazine last year and have some contacts at TMZ and other sites. Heather would be handling the social media campaign and marketing.”

“I know you’re working with Global,” Heather said, and I was surprised and impressed by her serious tone and no-nonsense manner, it reassured me that Dillon would be in good hands, “but they, and the other labels, still use the old model for marketing. They will push for Dillon to ‘date’ an up and coming celebrity then push the staged photos to all the tabloid mags, trying to make them both a household name. That doesn’t work nowadays for a musician. They need to build a following organically, and with Dillon’s talent and charisma on camera, that’s going to be easy. We just need to know what kind of boy he is. What does he like and dislike? What is he like deep down? Anything you can tell us will help when we go to pitch it to him later.”

“He is quiet,” I said, thinking carefully about what I was going to say, “but not necessarily shy. He knows what he wants,” feeling heat in my cheeks at the memories that called up, “but doesn’t feel he deserves to be as happy and loved as he should be.” Jen and Heather glanced at me curiously at that, and I went on quickly, “He is hardworking and kind, strong and good, but there is an edge to him as well. His life has been hard and lonely. He has been alone for years, and spent all of high school without any parents, and having to keep his farm running in order to eat.”

“Jesus,” Heather said, “I didn’t know that. That’s terrible.”

“There is more I should tell you,” I said to my daughter with a pained expression, “I don’t think he’s ever gotten over how you turned him down in high school.”

“I was worried about that,” Heather said with a small nod and an edge of worry around her eyes.

“Forget about it,” Jen said, trying to perk Heather up, “You were both kids.”

“We need to make sure you heal this wound,” Momo said, “Perhaps there is some gift you can give him? Or offering you can make?”

“I don’t know,” Heather said, frowning.

“Don’t bring it up right away,” I said, “Let him get to know you, and he’ll see you’re not a cruel person.”

“Tell Danny Deaver’s that,” Jen said with a cackling laugh, “He thinks she’s the devil.”

“That’s only because I won’t go out with or fuck him,” Heather said with a toss of her thick blonde hair, “Football players always think they’re God’s gift to women, it’s gross.”

“It might be hard to convince Dillon she’s changed when Heather shoots down every dude that asks her out.”

“Oh?” I asked my daughter, “You haven’t been dating?”

“I haven’t gone on a date since freshman year,” Heather said with a shake of her head, “I’m just too busy, and none of the boys at school can hold my interest for long. They are all just so… pedestrian.”

“I see now,” I said to Jen, “she hasn’t changed all that much has she?”

“Hey!” Heather said to me, which caused me to burst out in laughter that the girls joined in.

“Dillon is understanding, just tell him the truth, and he won’t hold it against you,” I said to Heather when our laughter had calmed down.

“Ok,” she said with a frown, “I really hope so.”
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The girl was so gorgeous, even when she was frowning, that it was hard not to feel a touch of envy. My daughter has the type of effortless beauty that is an annoyance to plastic surgeons. She looks a bit like Blake Lively but with better hair, massive breasts, and a coolly confident look that intimidated even her professors.

We chatted for a few more minutes before I got a text from Nancy that they were heading over. When I told the girls, they all hopped up and scurried to get ready. Heather insisted I wear the shirt, so I went back to my room to change. When I pulled the tight garment on and looked in the mirror, I felt positively scandalous.

The thin silky material clung to me like a second skin, molding itself to my breasts and outlining my nipples in exquisite detail. The shirt left my midriff bare, something I’d never do unless I was in a bikini and was so low cut that I felt like I would tumble free of it, if I leaned too far forward.

“How does it look?” Heather asked, popping her head in, “Oh shit… you look, incredible Mom!”

“Really?” I asked with a frown, “You don’t think it’s too much?”

Glancing down the hall quickly, Heather slipped into my room and closed the door. She was wearing the same top as me only in red, and it was strange to be so fully aware of my daughters’ incredible body. Her nipples were puffy and pressing against the top almost obscenely. I looked at her curiously as she approached, but she didn’t say anything; just walked over and folded me in a warm hug.

We held each other for a long moment, and I felt knots in my shoulders relax that I hadn’t known were there. My girl was home, and more than that, it felt like she’d been returned to me. Leaning back, Heather looked at me with a knowing smile that grew as I felt a heat enter my cheeks.

“I don’t know what’s going to happen with all of this,” she said, “but I won’t let anything come between us.”

“Oh honey,” I said, blushing and smiling at her, “I wouldn’t either, I love you.”

“I love you too mom,” hugging me close she whispered in my ear, “If you want him all to yourself… I’ll understand.”

I gave a jerk of surprise, feeling my cheek heat and opened my mouth to object, but nothing came out. Heather flashed me that knowing smirk as she slipped out of my room. Still unsure what to do or say, I walked out just as Nancy was pulling in front of the house in her Tesla.

Jen and Momo were nervously arranging chairs in the living room as I went to let them in. Momo’s eyes widened and a crooked grin stole onto her face when she saw me in the blue top, and I tried and failed to ignore the look and how naked and on display I felt.

Opening the door, the nervousness about how I looked disappeared in a heartbeat when Dillon saw me, and his face lit up in genuine pleasure. Grinning like a flirty schoolgirl, I twisted my hips and welcomed them in.

“The girls are getting things set up in the living room, let me introduce you,” Dillon refrained from hugging me, but just barely and I felt my body tingle when his hands brushed mine, strong fingers gripping mine tightly for a brief second before he was in the house as if nothing had happened.

I introduced Dillon to Momo and Jen, and then went to grab drinks for everyone, Nancy coming to help me carry them out.

“Amanda, that top is outrageous, I love it!” She rubbed the material through her fingers and nodded at its quality, “Did you get this at Miyamo downtown?”

“Heather got it today,” I said with a nervous smile, “You should see how she looks in it.”

“Oh Jesus,” Nancy said with a laugh, “I can imagine… Poor Dillon doesn’t stand a chance. You’re still in agreement?”

“Of course,” I said, with an eager nod, “You know it has to be. That it will happen one way or another.”

“What about this other friend of your daughters?” Nancy asked, peeking out of the kitchen to observe Momo and Jen flirting with varying degrees of skill with Dillon.

“Momo is an angel,” I said, and when Nancy gave me a questioning frown, I told her about my afternoon with the girl, smoking pot and jamming out.

“Sounds like you’ve had quite the day,” Nancy said with a smirk, “and next time you plan to get high, invite me.”

“I don’t plan on making a habit of it.”

She helped me carry the six glasses of iced tea out to the living room, and we were just in time to see Heather come in with her laptop that she’d gone to grab when Dillon showed up. When the gorgeous blonde flounced in, Dillon’s head snapped up, and his jaw literally dropped when he beheld her in the tiny top and pair of tiny jean shorts.

Heather froze as well. The girl's eyes widening, and her jaw slowly falling open in a twin expression to Dillon’s. I felt my insides warm as the kids stared in open awe and fascination at one another, a tension growing in the room that was so palpable I felt like a person should be able to swim through it.

“Should we get started?” Jen said loudly, raising an eyebrow at Heather, who gave a start of surprise and glanced at her friend gratefully.

“Uh, yes,” she said with just a touch of hesitation, the first I ever remember hearing from her, “Sorry, just let me set up the PowerPoint. Hello Dillon, it’s nice to see you again.”

“You too,” the boy said faintly, and then he too gave a start of surprise and glanced around and frowned at Nancy.

The pretty older brunette offered him a mild, all too innocent expression, and Dillon finally grinned as he rubbed his backside. When he turned back, Nancy flashed me a wink and then went back to observing the kid's interactions as she sipped her iced tea.

“First off,” Heather said after taking a deep breath and flipping open her laptop, “We just want to say we think your music is amazing. Each song we’ve heard so far has been some of the catchiest and addictive we’ve ever heard.”

“Our idea was to position you as exactly what you are,” Jen said, joining Heather near the fireplace. The smaller blonde was wearing a white button-up blouse that fit her snuggly and was unbuttoned to show deep shadows between her firm round cleavage, and she wore a black miniskirt that showed off her athletic legs. “Keep you authentic and real.”

“The idea is we would handle all of your posts, Mom said you didn’t want to deal with it if you don’t have to,” Dillon nodded gratefully, and Heather went on, “You will have full access to every account and should approve everything that gets posted in your name. I wouldn’t want anything to go up that you’re uncomfortable with or don’t like.”

“Instagram and YouTube will be where we position you first,” Jen said, shifting in her seat to pull up the presentation and clicking over to a slide where she had a calendar laid out with hot pink notes on specific dates. “I’ve laid out a reasonable posting schedule, and a list of hashtags and SEO tags that will push you up in searched and peoples’ feeds.”

“Wow,” Dillon said, reading over the schedule and next slide with its tags, “You’ve really thought a lot about this. I’m impressed.”

“It’s a good plan,” Nancy said, “but if we want to control the message we have to get it started before you sign with the label. If there is a preexisting contract, I can get them to honor it, but without one, they’ll insist you follow their people's strategies; either that, or you’ll be fighting with them every step of the way, and that’s a terrible start to a business relationship.”

“What do you suggest?” I asked her.

“I think it would be a good idea to get something posted tonight, maybe a full song or even just a clip, what do you think Heather?”

“I wanted to talk about that,” Heather said, and I was shocked to see her show a touch of nervousness when she turned to address Dillon, something that was entirely unlike her. “Jen, Momo, and I have been talking, and we can’t see how a solo guitarist, even one who is a great singer can make it without a band or at least a DJ to back them up.”

“I’d love to play with a band,” Dillon said with a shrug, “I have a few songs in my head that only really work with at least two other musicians.”

“Would you be willing to give Momo a tryout?” Jen asked, the tiny Japanese girl hunched in on herself under his gaze, but I saw Dillon’s interest sparked by her adorable features. “She’s the best drummer in our school, and she’s never played in a band before, so we thought that might be easier.”

“I don’t care about that,” Dillon said with a shrug, then a grin, “I’d love to. I brought my guitar, want to go now?”

“I think that sounds perfect,” Nancy said, “Heather, do you have a ring light we can use? Maybe get a few pictures and clips if things sound good?”

“That’s a great idea,” Heather said, hopping to her feet, “I have three actually, let me get them.”

Dillon couldn’t look away from my sexy daughter, as she hurried out of the room, his eyes widening to saucers as her massive breasts swayed in the tiny top, and her firm ass bounced back and forth in the tiny jean shorts.
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We all filed into the living room where the drum kit and my keyboard were still set up. I hurried over to break it down, but Momo stopped me, looking up with her round dark eyes with a look of pleading.

“I’m too scared to play alone… would you mind playing with me for just a few moments?”

“Of course I will, dear,” I said, resting a hand on her slender shoulder.

I didn’t feel nearly as confident as I sounded. When Dillon came striding in, slinging his guitar over his shoulder and saw me sitting down behind the keyboard, he beamed a smile at me that was filled with so much happiness that the anxiety and nerves receded to a distant murmur.

Something felt right about how we were arranged. I stood on stage right, and Momo sat on stage left, counting off beats in her head, eyes tense with nervousness. Dillon stood before us and plucked at his guitar, giving it a minor adjustment and then grinned at us.

“This feels good,” Dillon said to me, and when I nodded, he turned to Momo, “do you feel it too?”

“It’s like a buzz in my head and heart… I can almost feel the music we’re about to make.”

“Good,” Dillon said, nodding, “let's see if it sounds as good as it feels.”

He threw me a wink and then launched into the same song Momo and I have first started playing earlier. The moment he started playing, the old magic worked its way into me, and I felt a wild thrill. Only this time, it was different in that it dashed away my nerves, and I found my fingers tapping out nearly the same notes I’d played earlier.

This time everything came together, and within the first few seconds, the three of us were grinning at one another with the same wild excitement. The music flowed out of our souls and wove together into an even more powerful sound than what Dillon was able to play on his own.

His voice lifted up, and on the edge of my awareness, I heard someone gasp in shock, and saw Nancy, Heather, and Jen sitting pressed against one another on the couch, looks of disbelief warring with wonder and awe on their faces.

It was an odd thing to watch my daughter fall in love right before my eyes. I can’t say how deeply it affected Jen, but it seemed to be powerful. Heather, though, is my girl, and I could read her expression like a book. By the end of the song, they were all singing along, but Heather’s nipples had grown so hard that I feared they might cut their way through her thin top. Her pupils were dilated, and she couldn’t seem to tear her gaze away from Dillon.

The hairs on the back of my neck and arms were standing up by the time we concluded the song. Dillon, Momo, and I looked at one another with shocked, almost disbelieving expressions, at what we’d just done.

“Fuck…” Nancy said, her breath coming heavy and hard, “That was brilliant… fucking brilliant!”

“Dude,” Jen said, “you guys rock! Can you do that again? Because you looked so good playing and sound too amazing, it’s hard to believe this was the first time. Heather, don’t you think this would be a great first post?”

“Yea,” Heather said faintly, unable to take her eyes off Dillon, “it would be.”

“I’d like to play it again,” Dillon said, “Momo, your tempo was perfect, a little faster than I usually play it, but it sounded better. And Amanda, that was beautiful what you did with the high notes. They really make the hook sink in, and the whole thing flow.”

“Let me set up the lights,” Heather said, sounding and looking a touch distracted as she and Jen set things up.

I was less nervous the second time, having faith that I wouldn’t make a fool of myself now. I would have been terrified at being filmed, except I knew Dillon was the focus of everything, and Momo and I would only pop up here and there in the background.

In his tight white t-shirt and blue jeans, Dillon looked good, but when he stood in that confident stance of his, holding his guitar low, my body quaked to hold him again. Being a part of his music didn’t shield me from the power of it but thank the heavens I wasn’t as discombobulated as Heather and Jen were.

Heather especially didn’t seem much like her usual confident self as she directed Dillon and us into the optimal positions for lighting and sound quality. She kept licking her lips and glancing at Dillon with a distressed look, and every time she did, I saw him stand a little straighter and gain another measure of confidence.

The second song went even better than the first, and between the two of them, Jen and Heather got just about every good angle they could. I was breathless by the time we finished and eager to play another song. I could see Momo was the same, but Dillon was distracted, and I knew what the young man needed.

“Nancy,” I asked, with a questioning frown at Momo, “What do you think of costumes for us? For Momo and me, at least?”

“That could be really cool, but I guess it would depend on the costumes,” she said with a frown.

“What if we wore different costumes to every show?” Momo asked in excitement.

“That would be cool,” Dillon said, nodding.

“I have a few French maid costumes from a dinner party I threw a couple years ago,” Nancy said with a thoughtful frown at Momo and me, “I think I have a pair that might fit you two if you want to try them on.”

“What do you girls think?” I asked Heather and Jen, “We would have to go try them on. We would have to leave you kids here alone, are you ok with that?”

“Yes,” Heather said, so quickly that I had to suppress a grin and another when she studiously avoided looking at Dillon, “We will be fine. How long will you be gone?”

“Maybe an hour,” I said with a frown at Nancy who nodded back, her eyes dancing with suppressed mirth as well, and I knew she’d seen through my subterfuge.

“Perfect,” Jen said with a hungry grin at Dillon, “It gives us a chance to learn more about one another… If we’re going to be working so closely together, it would only be fair if we’re all… comfortable together.”

“Are you sure?” Dillon asked me, ignoring the other women. I could see by his look that he wasn’t asking what the others assumed he was, and I smiled back and stepped close.

Drawing him into a warm hug, I whispered in his ear, “Enjoy yourself. Charm them like you did Nancy and me… Do that, and I’ll bring Momo to play with tonight.”

“It’s you I want,” he whispered back, and I could feel his body responding to mine.

“Don’t lie,” I said, pulling back and smiling up into his eyes, “I’ve seen the way you look at her.”

Dillon blushed and glanced to the side as I stepped away from him. Heather and Jen were giving me questioning frowns that I ignored as I grabbed my purse and joined Nancy and Momo at the door.

“You kids have fun!” I said before we hurried out and to the car.

Momo was looking between the two of us with a questioning frown as we hustled her into the car and pulled out.

“You ladies are up to something,” she said as we drove down the street, “You know what will happen if you leave those two alone with Dillon.”

“What will happen?” I asked, turning to look back at the small girl with a questioning glance. I grinned when she ducked her head, blushing and muttered.

“You know already, you’re just trying to get me to say it.”

“You’re in the band now, girl,” Nancy said, glancing back in the mirror as she drove around the block, “you can’t be jealous, are you?”

“Jealous of Heather?” Momo said, then laughed and shook her head, “Every woman is jealous of her.”

“Those two have somethings to work out between them,” I said with a small smile, “and Jen just happened to be collateral damage. It can only help to have them both tied to Dillon so closely, though. How are you feeling, Momo?”

“Like I want to crawl up a wall and hump my pillow until I'm so sore I can’t walk,” she blushed furiously but kept her head up, which I was happy to see. “I’ve never heard anything like it… and to make that music… to play with him… It felt like my soul was soaring in heaven.”

“I know what you mean,” I said, nodding, “and that’s why you’re not as bad as Heather and Jen were. Because we were playing, I think that mitigates the effects of his music.”

“I don’t know about that,” Momo said, looking out the window and pressing her knees together.

I reached back and took the girl's tiny hand in mine and gripped it tightly. She smiled back at me, and I felt a deep connection to this adorable little girl that I’d just met. We sat in silence, each lost in their own thoughts as Nancy hurried to her house. When we got there, she told us to wait as she ran in and grabbed the costumes. She was back out in less than a minute, having run to get them, and then we were back on the road, racing across town.
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“You told Heather we would be over an hour,” Momo said with a frown, “but it’s only been about ten minutes.”

“Well, look at that,” I said with a conspiratorial grin at Nancy, “I guess we’ll get back a bit faster than I said.”

“Maybe we can catch another show, eh?”

“Another show?” Momo asked.

As she drove, Nancy described our last week in scandalous detail to the wide-eyed girl. I let go of her hand in embarrassment at one point, but she gripped it tightly and flashed me an excited smile, before imploring Nancy to go on.

“Now, you know what you’re really getting into.” I said with a touch of anxiety in my breast, “I’ll completely understand if this isn’t for you or if you think we’re crazy.”

“Are you kidding?” Momo asked with an excited laugh, “I don’t think there's anything you could say that would make me want to stop playing with Dillon, but that only makes this adventure even more interesting.”

“Good,” Nancy said, “Because you and Amanda will be living with Dillon from now on.”

“What?” I asked her in shock, this being news to me.

“I was talking with Morgan, and she said that it’s necessary if he’s in a band. The best way to forge real bonds between you three and make sure you can practice and play whenever the mood strikes you. After a few years, you can all get your own places, but in the beginning, it's best to create a coherent sound.”

“I’m not sure how he will feel about that,” I said.

“Are you kidding? A chance to be with the hottest woman he’s ever known anytime he wants? Not to mention the cutest little cosplayer on the internet? I think he’s going to jump at the chance.”

“I hope he thinks I’m cute,” Momo said with a worried frown.

“Oh, he does,” I said with a grin at the girl, “I saw him checking you out earlier.”

“Really?” she asked, and I felt an echo of her excitement.

“I’ll prove it to you tonight,” I said with a wink.

“What’s tonight?” She asked.

“You and I are going to Dillon’s house, and we’re going to practice all night long, just like I’ve always dreamed of jamming out.”

“I imagine that’s not all you’ll be doing,” Nancy said with a wink in the mirror that made Momo blush even harder. “Here we are.”

She pulled to a stop at a dead-end half a block away from my house. Momo glanced around with a curious frown.

“Follow us,” I said with a conspiratorial grin, as Nancy hopped out of the car, “Stay low and stay quiet.”

I climbed out and found the small trail that led through the woods behind our houses. Nancy had been running on it countless times, and it had only taken a glance for us to know precisely what we both wanted to do and, more importantly, to see.

“We’re back near your house?” Momo asked quietly, as she slipped up behind me.

I nodded and motioned her to silence before hurrying to my yards back gate. My backyard is a hodgepodge of old trees and my failed gardening experiments over the years. It offered us perfect cover as we snuck up to the back window.

Perhaps I should feel guilty for what we were doing, but I just had to know how they were getting along. Peeking in, I saw movement and nearly ducked down, scared of being seen, but then I saw bare skin and froze, unable to look away.

I didn’t find what I imagined I would. Instead of finding the three in a compromising situation, I found them laying on the ground and stretching. Jen appeared to be guiding Dillon through a yoga routine as Heather stretched beside him.

The girls had changed into tiny yoga shorts and sports bras, but Dillon didn’t seem distracted by the display of sexy young bodies. Instead, he seemed focused on Jen’s instructions as he breathed in and out slowly and stretched his hips.

“What in the hell…” Nancy said with a frown of disapproval, but then I saw the game he was playing and gripped her hand and pointed at Heather.

“Have you ever seen Heather so out of sorts and lost?” I asked in shock.

As we watched, Heather flounced and bounced, desperate to get Dillon’s attention as she thrust her massive breasts up in the air. The young man refused to be tempted through, showing great self-control as he calmly followed Jen’s instructions.

With a wink for Nancy, we slipped back out of the backyard and headed to the car.

“What was that all about?” Momo asked curiously.

“I had to see how they were getting along,” I said, “I thought Dillon would… never mind.”

“You thought we’d find them all naked, didn’t you?” Momo asked with a wicked grin, “Why is it important that they do?”

“Should we tell her?” Nancy asked with a raised eyebrow as we got back in the car.

“Tell me what?” Momo asked.

“She should know before she decides if she really wants to be in the band or not,” I said, taking the little Asian girls measure, “I think she can handle it through.”

“Amanda and I have a plan,” Nancy began, “One that might seem unconventional to most, but we’re positive it’s necessary to truly harness his incredible genius and make sure he can sustain a long career.”

“You’re surrounding him with lovers,” Momo said with an enthusiastic nod, “Like they do with big-name actors in Japan and China.”

“Exactly,” Nancy said.

“They do?” I asked in surprise, “I never knew that.”

“It’s how they keep their talent happy and working,” Momo said, adjusting her short skirt and flashing me an eager smile, “They never have to look hard to find willing… staff to support the most gifted… I think it’s a brilliant idea.”

“I don’t think Heather and Jen understand,” Nancy said, “We expected a different outcome back there.”

“Not from Heather or Jen,” Momo said with a shake of her head, “They are both the biggest, how do you put this… cock-teases in the school? I can’t tell you the number of guys, and no small amount of girls and teachers, who are obsessed with them. Heather especially. But neither of them ever date. I think they’ve both become experts at putting people into the friend-zone, and don’t know how to seal the deal anymore.”

“That’s my biggest worry,” I said with a frown, “Heather destroyed Dillon’s confidence once before without meaning to, and I fear she might do it again.”

“Let me talk to her,” Momo said, “She can be quite stubborn, but I saw both of them get trapped by the music… I could feel it working on them just like it did on me… it’s the strangest thing.”

“I know,” I admitted, “I did too.”

“Can you explain it?” Nancy asked as she pulled into the small coffee shops parking lot, “Is there a difference when you play with him versus when you just hear him play?”

“Definitely,” I said, “It’s hard to put into words.”

“Let me call Dr. Lansing,” Nancy said, pulling out her phone, “She has to hear this. She’s been bugging me every day to get another invite to hear Dillon play. Mostly for her research but also for… other reasons.”

“You two sure have been busy,” Momo murmured from the backseat, “is this the doctor from your offices?”

“Yes, she’s already been testing a recording she has with a fellow doctor, and what they’ve found so far is fascinating.”

Nancy called up Kelly, and Momo and I described as best we could, the experience of playing with Dillon. The music had transported us, just as it always did, but we could feel a pulse, a rhythm that felt apart from the music we were creating.

We explained it the best we could to her, and she thanked us for the information. Nancy promised her that when Dillon and the band went into the studio, she would call her in to do some EEG testing.

“We can’t quantify anything yet, but the preliminary results are fascinating,” Kelly said, “You ladies have a good night!”
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We grabbed cups of iced coffee for us and the three back home, and then headed back to my house. We found the three of them drinking glasses of wine in the kitchen chatting as they hunched over Heather and Jen’s laptops, the girls editing the footage they’d taken earlier.

“Did you get the outfits?” Heather asked, her pale cheeks blushing faintly when she caught my eyes and flicked to Dillon with a hint of jealousy.

“We did,” I said with a warm smile for Dillon, interested to see Heather and Jen’s lips twist in sourness at the fond look he gave Nancy and me. “Let me and Momo change, and then we can go again, this is so exciting!”

Grabbing the smaller girl, we hurried back to my bedroom and started peeling off our clothes. The French maid outfit that Nancy had gotten was a tad small on my frame, and I ended up looking more like Jessica Rabbit as I spilled over the top, my massive breasts wobbling wildly whenever I moved.

“I don’t know if this will work,” I said with a frown, as I turned to Momo, “Oh my… you look absolutely adorable!”

The girl did too, her costume fit her perfectly, pressing her tiny firm breasts up into little round globes and showing her pert little ass off to perfection. Her pale skin coupled with the satiny black material and white lace looked perfect.

“So do you!” The girl frowned at the top and motioned for me to turn around, “Let me just loosen the back… and I can use this strip of lace…”

I couldn’t see what the girl was doing, but I could feel her lace a strip of cloth through the hooks on the back of the outfit and then turned me back around. Holding the ends in one hand, she reached into my top and adjusted my breasts.

I raised an eyebrow at the girl when she took a hefty handful, her cheeks blushing a bright shade of red and her dark eyes unable to meet mine while she quickly settled them in place. With a flick of her wrist and a quick bow knot, I glanced in the mirror and saw the costume now fit me perfectly.

“How did you do that?” I asked, twisting to see an intricate lacing up the back of it, “Now that’s a neat trick.”

“You pick up interesting things at cosplay conventions,” she said with a shrug, her eyes locked on my breasts and her breathing deep and shallow. With a start, she licked her lips and tried to move away, but I trapped her hand in mine.

“You’re a lovely young woman,” I said softly, reaching up to run a gentle finger down her cheek, “If we’re going to be spending as much time together as I think we will, I think it’s important we be honest with one another.”

“Yes,” the girl said breathlessly, trembling beneath my touch like a dry leaf in a breeze.

She stared up at me with her big doe-like eyes, and I felt my heart melting. Without thinking, I drew her into my arms, and she gave a deep sigh of joy as our lips met. Her kisses were shy at first, but then eager. Her little mouth, hungry to devour me, her hands cupping and gripping what she’d only moments before adjusted.

The door clicked open, and we both broke the kiss at the same moment, drawing away from one another with wide eyes and twin wonder smiles. Licking my lips, I glanced at my stunned daughter, her jaw hanging down, speechless. Without another word, I slipped out of the bedroom, adjusting the outfit one last time before I stepped into the living room.

“Wow!” Dillon said, a silly grin tugging at the corner of his lips as he took me in from ankles to head, swallowing hard he went on, “Jesus Amanda… that might be too much for a music video.”

“No, it’s perfect!” Nancy said, walking around me and then taking in Momo when the girl slunk into the living room with Heather walking in behind her with a frown marring her perfect features. “And the both of you together is even better. Ok, ok, everyone in their places. Let's get this in one take, Jen.”

“I’m ready,” Jen said with a wide grin, “Let's turn down the lights, that evening sunlight looks perfect. Heather, are you ok?”

Heather gave herself a shake and then beamed a bright smile and nodded.

“Yes, sorry, just got distracted for a moment. The lights, right!”

I took my place behind the keyboard, feeling anxious and self-conscious until Dillon glanced back as he settled his guitar in place and gave me a look filled with such hungry desire that all my anxiety washed away in the wake of my own lust. The feeling only redoubled when he glanced at Momo and let his eyes linger on the girl's small firm breasts and adorable face. Giving her a final wink and a grin, he launched into the song, and we were once more transported by his enormous talent, the music coming to our fingers almost unbidden as we joined him in song.

His strange magic working its will on the three women watching. Heather, especially, was affected. Once again, I saw her face twisting as the emotions took hold of her, and she shifted in discomfort, unused to such powerful feelings.

The song came to an end, once more, without missed notes or errors and sounding even better somehow. I didn’t want to stop playing. The feeling was addictive, like pure emotion distilled down into sound, and coupled with Dillon’s deep voice that moved me in places, only a woman can be moved.

Heather and Jen were eager to edit the video together and get it posted that night, burying themselves in Heather's room with her laptop. After one sickly glance at Dillon, Heather practically fled from his presence when given the opportunity. For his part, Dillon was confused by her behavior, but the excitement of the music we three were making together distracted him.

“I don’t want to stop playing,” he said to Momo and me, “It feels like we’re really finding something together.”

“I agree!” Momo said, “I’ve never been able to lose myself in the music like that, I can’t wait to just jam and see where it takes us.”

“Why wait?” I asked, squeezing Momo’s hand out of sight, “We can’t play here because the neighbors would complain about the loud music after dark, but we can go to your barn and play without risk of offending anyone.”

“That could work,” Dillon said, nodding, “I started clearing out a place to play in there the other day. We could lay out some extension cords and set up however we wanted.”

“Tonight,” Momo said with a determined little look to her face, squeezing my hand back even tighter, “Now.”

“Uh, ok,” Dillon said, “let me just say goodbye.”

“Let me handle that,” I said, patting his arm, “you help Momo pack up her drum kit and put it in the car, I’ll be right back.”

Leaving the kids to look at one another awkwardly, I walked down the hall to find Nancy, Jen, and Heather all sitting around her desk, talking about various angles and shots they had.

“We’re heading to Dillon’s to practice. Somewhere the neighbors won’t complain about the noise.”

“Good idea,” Nancy said, ignoring the concerned frown marring Heather's face, “We have studio time booked early next week. You three should get all the practice in you can before then.”

“We might need some more shots,” Heather said quickly, “maybe you all should hang out here for the night.”

“I think we have more than enough,” Jen said, earning a sour glance from Heather.

“You girls have a good night,” I said, meeting Nancy’s eyes, “and try not to drink all the wine!”

“No promises,” Nancy said, raising her glass and winking at me, “and don’t do anything I wouldn’t do.”
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I was practically skipping as I left the house and found Dillon and Momo stuffing the last of the equipment into the back of the car. There was a moment when I feared I’d made a drastic mistake, and I was about to find out that the afternoon had been a mirage, and the three of us didn’t get along at all.

My fears were unfounded as I discovered the moment I turned on the car, and Prince’s Purple Rain came on the radio.

“I love this song!”

Glancing to the side, I saw the same amused expression on Dillon and Momo’s face as we realized we’d all said the same thing at the exact same moment. Five seconds later, the three of us were singing it at the top of our lungs as I drove across town, Momo sitting up so that her little head bobbed between Dillon and me in the front.

If there was a second of awkwardness between us, I never noticed it. The conversation flowed easily from one topic to the next, mostly about how Momo had liked her music program and college overall. We got to Dillon’s house and started unloading the car and hauling stuff into his barn.

I was grateful to see he had cleaned it out and scrubbed the wooden floors clean. He’d moved all the hay into a horse stall and set low benches and a couple comfortable chairs around the room. If not for the smell of animals and dust, it felt like a garage jam room.

“How did it go with Heather?” I asked, as I was carrying my keyboard stand into the barn beside Dillon, who was hauling in the heavier instrument, “You two seemed to be getting along when we got there.”

“Yea,” Dillon said, “We got along pretty good, she is a lot more mellow than she used to be, and Jen seems super cool. Kinda full of boundless energy, but she seems nice. Heather was very… odd when you guys first left.”

“How so?” I asked.

“I don’t know, just really awkward,” he shrugged, and I could see it troubled him, “Anyway, once we got talking about their ideas things relaxed. Jen even suggested that I should do yoga and meditate every day, said it would help with the creative process.”

“I think that’s a good idea,” I said, “I love yoga, and meditation can be a great way to quiet the mind and find your center.”

“How are you doing with all of this?” Dillon asked, “I know you were nervous about playing and going on stage before a crowd. Do you think it will be an issue?”

“Truthfully, I’ve been trying not to think about it,” I admitted with a blush, “but Momo here tricked me into it.” I grinned at the girl as she set up her drum kit, and she smiled back.

“What’s this?” Dillon said with a cocked eyebrow between us, “She tricked you?”

“Be careful of her,” I warned with a wink at the adorable young woman, “she’s a bad influence.”

“To be honest,” Dillon said with a laugh, “It’s hard for me to take either of you seriously in those costumes.”

“You don’t like them?” I said with a faux pout and bobbed my ass, making the lacy skirt bounce provocatively.

“I think maybe he likes them too much,” Momo said, stepping near me and licking her pink lips, “Is that the case maestro? Are we distracting you?”

Dillon looked from Momo to me with growing intensity in his eyes, and my heart quickened. What had been simple teasing was suddenly very serious, and when Dillon spoke, I felt my knees tremble.

“Yes,” he said with quiet confidence, “You’re both very distracting… I’ve never seen two women who look so vastly different… and yet are both equally gorgeous. The music we made was beautiful,” he stepped close, slipping his hands around my waist and drawing me into him on one side as he drew Momo in with the other arm, “But there is something I just need to do, ever since I first saw you in these clothes.”

With that, he drew me into a passionate kiss, my knees weakening, and his strong arm holding me up, and then he turned to meet Momo’s soft pink lips as she sought his mouth. The girl turned, and my heart swelled as she kissed me, her arm snaking around my back to link with Dillon’s even as mine went behind hers and clutched his other arm.

I’d never experienced a kiss like that before. Not only one shared three-ways, but the emotions and desires were equally divided between us as well. Dillon drove me crazy whenever he was near, and my fingers always itched to touch and caress him. Momo had been driving me mad in the same way all day, and now, as I held them both and they held me, it dawned on me that our connection wasn’t love or lust, it was more profound than that, more primal.

“We should… practice,” Dillon said in between kisses, but Momo gave a growl of disapproval, and the small girl began pushing Dillon down to the ground right there.

I knew her mind, for it was the same as mine. We would definitely be practicing, but not before we took what we needed from one another. For all of her quiet shyness most of the time, Momo was surprisingly forceful and adamant as her little fingers fumbled Dillon’s pants down and slipped free his massive hardon.

“God, baby, I need you so bad,” Momo murmured in between kisses.

I slipped behind the girl and slid my hands beneath her tiny skirt and drew down her lacy white panties, revealing a small tight little slit covered with wispy dark hairs. Her thighs were so slender and the gap between then so enticing that I couldn’t help dragging my tongue across them and delight in her shiver of pleasure as I tasted her.

The girl was locked in a kiss with Dillon and struggled to fit her fingers around his girth as she stroked him in short little jerks, trying to angle it into her. I wrapped one hand around the base of his monster and sucked it hard, loving the gasp of shocked pleasure it drew from his mouth. Tasting his sweet precum, it was hard to pull my mouth back off that beautiful dick, but Momo’s whimpers were becoming desperate, so I slid the fat head along her wetness and grinned as she shivered in pleasure and slowly began to work it inside her.

“Oh, fuck…! So big…”

“So tight!” Dillon moaned, his face alight with joy.

I moved up beside them, watching Momo’s face twist in pleasure as she bounced slowly on his cock. The girl had to fit him into her slowly, working an inch or two more each time she dropped her hips down on him. Her hands resting on his chest, her adorable little costume hiding the sight of her tiny sex eating his big dick, I reached down between their bodies and slipped my fingers around the base of his cock stroking and teasing him and her pussy lips as she began to fuck him slowly.

“Oh god…” Dillon moaned, “you feel amazing…. Just like that.”

“Mmmhmmmmmm,” Momo moaned.

Drawing Dillon’s face to mine, we kissed as the girl rode his cock with increasing energy. Soon she had all of him fit inside her, and I slid my hand from between then, drawing forth one great breast to feed the nipple to Dillon, sighing in pleasure as he sucked hard.

“I’m gonna… I’m gonna… oh, god!” Momo cried out in pleasure, throwing her head back, straight black hair fanning out as she did, her back arching.

Dillon grunted and froze, her pussy tightening on his cock so firmly that he was forced to stop. Then the girl fell forward into us, sweaty, blubbering, and ecstatic. I heard the wet sound of Dillon’s cock, leaving her tiny hole and felt, more than heard, her grunt of disappointment, but then Dillon had rolled me atop her as he moved behind me.

Momo’s eyes were dreamy, and her fingers gentle, as she slipped them between my legs and drew aside my panties. I moaned in pleasure, kissing her soft neck as her small fingers teased my sensitive parts, and then it was my turn to be lost in bliss as Dillon pressed that perfect cock of his into my waiting depths.

With long powerful thrusts, he took me from behind, Momo and I kissing and caressing one another. She more than me, for nearly all of my concentration was on the thick spear pistoning in and out of me, my maid's outfits skirt bouncing on my ass as he did.

Our orgasms came at the same time, his cum splashing against my cervix and womb, setting me off. Dillon collapsed beside Momo and me, laughing and grinning as he drew us into him.
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“I’m never going to get over how insane this is,” he said as he kissed first Momo and then me.

“You ain't seen nothing yet,” I said with a wicked grin as I slid under his arm on the other side.

“I think we should establish a ritual to make sure we’re all in the right mindset for band practice,” Momo said, giving me a little wink.

“That wasn’t good enough?” Dillon asked with a laughing smile.

“Momo-chan is right,” I said, using her online nickname, “we should do something that establishes the bands dynamic before we even begin.”

“Exactly,” Momo said, shifting down and grinning at me with a smile that said all she needed to.

“What are you… oh god,” Dillon said, his eyes widening as he took in Momo and I moving beside one another atop his two legs, each slipping fingers around the base of his cock as we grinned at one another.

It’s hard to describe how perfect it felt to be with the adorable young girl in worshiping my handsome and charming rock god. It was a shocking realization to find out that I felt utterly complete and joyous when in service to the young man who’d stolen my heart. The experience of sucking him with Momo was entirely unlike with Nancy.

My best friend and I were in perfect sync in our desire to please the handsome young man, moving almost as one as our tongue and lips would slide up and down his stiffness. His cock demanding all of our attention. With Momo, it was the girl and her soft pink lips and gentle questing tongue that I hungered for as much as Dillon’s dick.

The girl and I kissed and caressed one another as much as we did his stiffness, often with it pressed between our lips and tongues as we made out. From the sounds and exclamations Dillon made; he loved the sight.

There was a shocking realization for all of us as Momo first took Dillon’s cock in her mouth and, with a happy little whimper, deep throated his whole cock. I felt the boy stiffen as her throat worked the head of his cock, and Momo too stiffened in surprise, shocked she didn’t gag on his thickness.

Soon I was touching and caressing her body as I guided her head up and down his dick, fucking her face with it. The girl's pussy was leaking down her thighs, and the barn was filled with the sounds of our wet sucking mouths and kissing lips when my cell phone suddenly rang. Drawing it out of my pocket, I went to throw it away, not wanting to be distracted when I saw the screen had a dozen missed texts from Nancy and Morgan, and the call was coming from Nancy.

Clicking the Accept button, I put it on speakerphone, loving the shocked look on Dillon’s face and the grin on Momo’s. The sound of her throat gluk, gluk, gluking was unmistakable.

“Amanda! Did you see my texts?! Is Dillon there?” Nancy asked, her voice strained from excitement.

“I didn’t see them yet,” I said, winking at Dillon, who blushed faintly, “we’ve been a touch busy.”

“Is Dillon there? He has to hear this!”

“Oh, he’s right here,” I said, and from the shocked sounds in the background of the other end of the line, they could hear the lewd sounds Momo was making as she licked and sucked his cock without cease.

“You minx,” Nancy said, and I could hear the grin from there, “You three better get to practicing because Morgan got you a gig at a music festival down in Austin, Texas!”

“Oh, god!” Dillon moaned, and I felt the boy tensing, and grinned, thrilled for two reasons now as I joined Momo, our tongue sliding up and down his cock in tandem.

“Isn’t it great!” Shouted someone from the background.

“Ngghh, Hggnnn!” Dillon bit his bottom lip, eyes filled with joy and love as he tensed, hips thrusting as his cock throbbed under out tongues, and then he was coating out lips and mouths in his sweet seed, and we swallowed it down as hard as we could.

“Ok, we just wanted to let you three know,” Nancy said again quickly, “The festival is next weekend, and you play Friday night! Talk soon!”

Before the phone hung up, we could hear the excited chatter of Morgan, Heather, Jen, and Nancy from the other end, and then it cut off with a click. Dillon’s eyes were wide with disbelief, and Momo and I looked at one another with the same expression.

“That’s less than a week,” I said, feeling suddenly anxious.

“More than enough time,” Momo said with confidence.

“Aye,” Dillon said with a confident smile as he sat upon his elbows, “we’ll be ready in time. Just going to have to spend a lot of time together practicing.”

“Oh darn,” I said with a grin at Momo and him, “what if we don’t get along?”

That caused all three of us to laugh out loud, falling into one another and breaking the tension. After a minute we extricated ourselves and situated our clothes. It would be a long night of band practice, broken up by… other kinds of practice.

Each time we took a break and indulged in one another, our bonds only forged tighter and tighter, and the sound we made was more harmonious. That evening would be one of the greatest of my life, and it was in that simple barn that I learned the meaning of collaboration. For although Dillon is an unparalleled genius and had dozens of song ideas in his head, he was always pushing Momo and me to add to or change them. Surprisingly the songs only got better when we did, and the girl and I gained a lot of confidence in ourselves and in our band as we played until the sun rose.

I fell asleep in Dillon’s narrow bed, the small girl pressed to my side, exhausted but feeling more content and fulfilled creatively and spiritually than ever before in my life. Dillon showered, giving Momo and me time alone together, which he’d sensed unconsciously we needed after the long play session. Just to hold one another and bask in the glory of what we’d done, each needing the other to remind ourselves that this wasn’t a dream.

In less than a week, we would be on a stage performing live, and the thought was terrifying to me. So long as I had Dillon to lead the way, and these beautiful, wonderful women to stand by my side, I knew all would be well.
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I woke with the dawn and had a moment of disorientation at not waking up in my bed. Then I felt Dillon shift beside me, and the delicious warmth of him pressed against my back, and I snuggled back into my handsome guitarist.

I lay there with wicked thoughts dancing through my head as I remembered our fun from the night before. The entire last week had been the wildest of my life. Starting with discovering Dillon in our church’s music room and leading up to actually playing music with him and the adorable Momo.

The more I thought about the night before, the more I came to understand that my life would never be the same again. It had undoubtedly changed once Nancy and I had made love, and even when I’d had a foursome with Nancy, Dillon, and Morgan. But nothing had prepared me for how electrifying and perfect it would feel to play music with Dillon.

Stage fright had always been my Achilles heel. No matter what I did, I was never able to get over it, and the panic attacks would often leave me a sweaty sobbing mess. The fear was still there, but I knew with Dillon and sweet Momo by my side, I could push past it. The thought of letting them down was more terrifying than thousands of people staring at me. Besides, Dillon wanted Momo and me in sexy cosplay outfits, and the thought of his eyes on us as we played only served to excite me and push down the nerves.

I didn’t realize that in my excitement I’d been wiggling my hips and pressing my naked ass back against the young man’s crotch. I felt his morning wood slip between the softness of my butt cheeks and biting my bottom lip I reached down and moved the fat head into the slick entrance of my sex.

I had to reach back and hold his hips to keep the sleeping young man from rolling back when I pushed my ass back into him. Worrying I would wake him with my groan of pleasure, I pressed my face into the pillow, biting my lip even harder.

There was something so wicked about taking a man in this way. I felt empowered as I ground my g-spot on the head of his cock, letting his girth stretch me wide as I fucked him again and again. The wet sounds of my pussy fucking his cock filled the boy's bedroom, and I felt him shift and grunt in surprise when he woke.

“Mhmm holy fuck…” Dillon moaned, his hand reaching up and cupping one massive breast.

I moaned into the pillow even harder when his fingers pinched and twisted the big nipple gently. Arching my back into him, Dillon slipped his arm under my neck and took both breasts in his hands. Turning, my lips found his, and it felt like my heart exploded, as our kisses turned desperate.

The orgasm built in me slowly, and when it finally hit, it was so powerful I nearly lost consciousness. Poor Dillon had to stop his frantic thrusting, for I was much too sensitive to take even a second more. Hands trembling, I pushed him onto his back, happy to finish him off with my hands or mouth, only to have Momo slip her slender thighs to either side of his hips.

“Nghhnn!” The girl moaned, bending over Dillon and drawing his face to hers.

Reaching down, I gripped the boy’s cock and fit it into the girl's tiny slit. Running my hands over her smooth skin, I sat up, kissing my way down her back as her little hips met Dillon’s again and again.

Their fucking grew frantic as both neared their orgasms, and Momo drew me up to her as she sat on Dillon’s cock. My fingers playing with her tiny hard clit as we made out, and Dillon fucked her with wild motions.

“I’m cumming!” Dillon announced, and Momo broke off the kiss with me, gripping the boy's arms in strong little hands as she came with him.

“Give it to me! Oh god! I can feel it… so hot… hmmm.” Her soft pink lips quirking in a smile, she fell forward onto Dillon and kissed him soundly.

“That’s one hell of a way to wake up,” Dillon said as he pulled me down to his side, kissing me, and his hand cupping my ass and holding me close, “mhmm, thank you.”

“I agree,” Momo said, “we should wake up like this every day.”

“Deal,” I said, picking up my head and grinning at the girl.

“You know if we go on tour together, we can,” Momo gave me a light peck and then grinned down at Dillon, who she still lay on, “That is if our rock star here isn’t in bed with a dozen groupies.”

“What do you take me for?” Dillon laughed, “I couldn’t imagine any groupies being more beautiful or amazing than you, ladies.”

“Flattery will get you everywhere,” I said, leaning over and kissing the boy soundly.

Our kisses soon grew heated, and once again, the three of us were making love. This time it was Dillon and Momo who pressed me back, both paying close attention to my massive breasts before their tongues trailed their way down to my sex. Working as a team, they soon had me over the moon as I was attacked at both ends by wicked pleasure.

Dillon and I did the same to slender Momo. Her delicate little body was a wonderland to explore. She went off like a rocket after just a few minutes of eager licking, and Dillon got a happy mouthful of her girl cum.

Momo and I took our time sucking Dillon. Trading his big cock back and forth as we lay alongside him. Letting him play with our asses and bodies as we kissed and stroked his cock together. I loved kissing the girl. Her pale pink lips were so soft and sweet, it was even better than making out with Nancy. Nothing was better than making out with her while Dillon’s cock pressed between us, jets of his hot white jizz spraying across our lips as we kissed it off each other.

We could have lounged around in bed all morning enjoying one another's company and then happily spent the day naked playing music. We promised each other that soon we would find a day to do just that, but chores and responsibilities would only wait so long. Kissing one another goodbye, we promised to meet up that evening for dinner and to jam for a couple hours. Momo and I took our leave of Dillon as he headed out to do the farm chores.

“That was a rather interesting night,” Momo said when I pulled down the narrow curving driveway, “My parents are going to be mad when I drop out to join a band.”

“Oh no,” I said in concern, “surely you can work it out with your professors? I’m sure they’ll be reasonable and let you make up the credits somehow.”

“It’s not that,” Momo said, shaking her head, “I just don’t see the point anymore. The reason to get a degree is so my resume would get me into auditions. If we have a successful EP, I’d be able to get into any audition I ever wanted. Assuming I ever want to play in an orchestra after last night.”

“I still can’t believe it,” I said, turning down a side street and taking the long way home, “It was out of this world. You two really should find a keyboardist closer to your ages, I’m sure you-.”

“Aren’t you over this?” Momo asked, causing me to glance at her from the sharpness of her tone. “If you’re not in the band, then I’m not joining it, and I know Dillon would be pissed and sad. It’s an odd arrangement, but the sound just works… it really does. And you know how hot you’re going to look up on stage.”

“I don’t know about that,” I said, and couldn’t help the faint blush that suffused my cheeks.

“Don’t even bring it up again,” the girl said, crossing her arms, “I want to know what we’re going to say to Heather.”

“Just leave Heather to me,” I said, happy to change the subject, and more than a little grateful, the young woman was so adamant. “I think my daughter’s going through a bit of a crisis at the moment. It could turn out terribly and make her even crueler than she used to be and bitter. But at some point, she needs to realize the world doesn’t revolve around her.”

“If you say so,” Momo said skeptically.

“Trust me,” I said with a firm nod, “I know my girl. Now, tell me about yourself. Where did you grow up?”

We chatted about our pasts for the next twenty minutes as I took a circuitous route back to my house. There were still a couple hours until church, and I wanted to spend some time getting to know the girl. It turned out we had more in common than we ever would have assumed; even our parent's jobs were similar. Both of us had shown an aptitude for music at an early age and were pushed into it by strict mothers. Our fathers were more practical and had instilled a conservative discipline that had helped immeasurably in school and life.

When we got back to my house, the girls were still asleep in Heather's room. I hopped in the shower and got changed and ready for church. Heather hadn’t been coming to service for years, and I was surprised when she joined me heading out to the car. She looked positively radiant in her pale blue dress and white stockings.

“Jen and I are going to take the week off school,” she said when I’d started up the car and was backing out of the driveway. “I’m still on track for graduation, but I’ll have to do some make up papers if I take too much time away.”

“Momo is going to drop out, I think,” I said, causing Heather to gasp.

“Really? That fast? Don’t you think this is all happening a little quickly, Mom?”

“What do you mean, honey?” I pretended to ignorance and had to suppress a grin at the consternation on Heather's face.

“I just mean… Mom, you and Momo didn’t come home last night,” she paused, waiting for me to say something, but I just gave her a bland smile. “Do you have anything to say?”

“Whatever do you mean?” I asked, “Heather, I don’t think I need to explain myself to you, and Momo certainly doesn’t either.”

“That’s all you’re going to say?!” Heather said, her tone rising. “Mom! What the fuck is happening with you and Dillon? He’s half your age! That’s fucking disgusting!”

The anger boiled up in me, hot and sudden. Pulling over to the side of the road, I shut off the car and turned in my seat and faced Heather. Raising one hand, I pointed the finger at her and bit off the words.

“I have tried, Heather. I have tried to put up with your attitude and rudeness, but I can’t anymore. I’m an adult, and what I decide to do and who I decide to love is my own business. If you can’t be happy for me and feel the need to judge, then keep your mouth shut where I can hear it. This is the happiest I’ve ever been in my life. I have a purpose, friends, and the love of the greatest man I’ve ever known. Do you think I would ever let something as silly and stupid as YOUR opinion ruin that for me?”

The girl sat silent and stunned in the face of my harangue. Drawing in a deep breath and pushing my hair back and in place, I pulled back onto the road and took a few deep breaths to calm myself.

“Sorry, Mom,” Heather said, her tone careful and humbled, “you’re right… that was rude of me.”

“Apology accepted,” I said and painted a smile on my face, “Now let's have a good morning at church. Pastor Elizabeth is going to have tea cakes afterward.”

“Oh, I love those!” Heather said, flashing me a fragile smile.

“I know you do,” I said, smiling back and showing her that all was forgiven.
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The rest of the drive, I could see Heather’s mind working over all that I’d said. At several points during the service, she got a far off look on her face, and I knew she was working through some deep issues. Twice, the girl’s cheeks turned a scarlet red, and I knew she had imagined whatever wickedness I’d been up to, or perhaps her own dreams with Dillon.

The service was beautiful, and we spent a good twenty minutes afterward, visiting with friends. My mother would have been there, but she was visiting friends at a retirement community in Florida for a couple weeks. Many came up to say how much they’d missed Heather, with the husbands often far more enthusiastic than their wives.

My gorgeous daughter cut a terrible swath through the young men of our church community and many of the older as well. If I'm honest with myself, I’d have to admit that I draw nearly as many stares each Sunday as she did. Truth was, it was my mother, the matriarch of our clan, and a revered figure in the community who commanded the most devotion and regard. Hers was a timeless beauty that I’d always envied, and Heather reflected.

“Amanda, it’s so good to see you,” the pastor said, as she came up and gave me a warm embrace.

“Pastor Watkins,” I said with a warm smile, “You remember my daughter, Heather?”

“How could I forget,” Elizabeth Watkins said with a warm smile as she shook Heather's hand, “I’m so glad you could join us today, Heather. How did you like the service?”

“It was nice, pastor,” Heather said with a slight nod, “But I had a question, I was wondering if you might help me with something.”

“Of course, dear,” the pastor said, linking her arm in Heather and steering her towards the back of the church, “I’m always willing to offer counsel, what is it?”

“Well,” Heather shot me a sidelong glance, and I felt the bottom drop out of my stomach as I heard her go on, “I was wondering… if two women loved the same man and decided to share him… would that be a major sin?”

“Oh my,” Elizabeth said, pressing a hand to her chest and glancing back at me, she was a pretty woman, and the blush only made her more so, “Well… I can’t say I’ve ever been asked that before… but no, if the man and the women were all in agreement, then it wouldn’t necessarily be a sin… Although I don’t know many communities that would agree with me. Is this a problem at school? You know if you’re being pressured into anything, you can always come to your mother or me.”

“It’s nothing like that,” Heather said, “there’s just… someone special. Tell me, Pastor Watkins, have you ever thought about adding more music into the service?”

“I would love to,” Elizabeth said carefully, avoiding looking my way, “but we haven’t had anyone willing to play in front of the whole congregation in a couple years. Lord knows my voice is not what he would want rising in celebration of him.”

“Mom, couldn’t you and Dillon play at the service?”

“I’ve tried to get her to play,” Elizabeth said, glancing back at me with a sad smile.

“I’m sorry,” I said, shaking my head, already feeling the spike of anxiety at the thought of playing in front of so many people I knew.

“Mom,” Heather said, stepping away from Pastor Watkins and taking my hands in hers, “I know the thought terrifies you, but you need to get over the fear. Don’t you think with Dillon here that you might be able to?”

“I don’t know, honey,” I said, my stomach feeling queasy, but knowing she was right also, “but I’ll trust you… Jesus give me strength.”

“You’re serious!?” Pastor Watkins asked, “Because our 1pm service is the largest and if we could have a couple of songs for the kids… I just know it would make life a hundred times easier on their parents, not to mention lighten all of our hearts.”

“Oh, you have no idea,” Heather said. I saw gears turning in my daughter's head as she glanced over her shoulder at the pretty pastor, “Is it ok if I take a video of the service, Pastor? For social media?”

“Of course!” The woman said, her enthusiasm evident, “I can’t say there is a large following for rural church services, but how could it hurt? Oh, I’m so excited! I’ll get my girls to help bring the instruments out!”

Heather got on her phone and had everything arranged in moments. Everything felt like it was going too fast to me, like a whirlwind was happening around me as instruments were brought out, and the church rearranged slightly. Dillon, Momo, Jen, Nancy, and even Morgan, our A&R person, was there just as the practitioners began to arrive.

The sight of Heather in her pale blue dress was enough to set the congregation abuzz with the new face, but add Morgan, Jen, and Momo to the mix, it was a quiet and nervous group that shuffled into their pews. Eyes cut to the side as Elizabeth began her sermon, widening as they took in the group of ridiculously gorgeous women gathered around Dillon.

Elizabeth began her sermon on love, just as she had in the morning, but veered off it slightly to highlight the importance of supportive love. She preached that love and support were at its core, an act of faith, the faith we all put in one another to share in everyday experiences. As she spoke, I looked around the pews and took in the faces of my fellow townsfolk.

I felt a pang of loss as I looked around and searching for the origins of the feeling, discovered that I no longer felt at home here. My tethers had been cut. Now unmoored from the cookie-cutter life I’d lived the past twenty-odd years, I was staring ahead at a precipice that led out over a mysterious and terrifying future. But one I knew would have Dillon, Nancy, Momo, and the rest at my side.

That thought lent me comfort, and when Elizabeth glanced over, tension around her eyes as she looked to see how I was doing, I nodded back with a nervous smile. Three other times she’d goaded me out onto the stage, and each time I’d frozen with fright, unable to play. Having a chorus in front of me was the only way I’d been able to do it in the past. Now I sat just on the edge of the stage for all to see.

The flutterings of panic awoke in my breast when Elizabeth introduced us. My vision was narrowing, and the air sounded loud as it rushed in through my nose, then Dillon reached out and took my hand in his, and all grew quiet and still. His pale blue eyes held mine, and his smile grew, making a mirror of my own lips. Momo took my other hand, and all three of us shared a smile and a silent prayer, then Dillon was standing and drawing his guitar over one shoulder.

He was speaking, but the words didn’t register clearly, nor did I pay much attention to the parishioners as they leafed through their hymnals to the song. Flexing my fingers, a single voice whispering encouragement made it to my ears. I felt heartened, then Dillon’s fingers plucked the first note, and I was witness to two hundred faces shift from polite regard to surprise, and then awe.

Heather’s words still echoed in my mind: ‘I love you, mom! You’ll do great!’ and in truth, it was them more than anything else, that pushed back the stage fright and let me find the rhythm and music.

Dillon’s playing was as magical as ever, but his voice lifted in song, reached to the heavens themselves and shook the rafters. He started slow, building as the tempo rose. Before he was halfway through, the entire audience was on their feet, singing along and swaying in time with the music, hand raised aloft. Though dozens sang, Dillon's deep voice rang out clear and true over them all, without the aid of a microphone.

I was lost in the song as well and almost didn’t notice Heather as she moved around one side of the room, filming us with her phone and Jen on the other getting shots of the crowd. As the song came to a finish, I noticed, even Elizabeth was on her feet dancing and singing along, something I’d rarely ever seen from the customarily reserved woman. Dillon played the final notes, Momo’s gentle cymbals fading into the background as everyone caught their breath and settled back in their seats.

“Well… now that was… Praise be, that was just marvelous!” Pastor Watkin’s said as she stepped back up to the podium and its microphone. “Amanda, Dillon, Momo, let me say on behalf of the entire congregation how grateful we are for that performance. And it better not take another ten years before we get you up here, Amanda!”

“It won't!” I laughed and then ducked behind Dillon, blushing a fiery red as everyone laughed, and all eyes fell on us.

I could feel every pair of eyes shift to Dillon, and as Elizabeth finished her sermon, very few paid attention to her words. I happened to be paying attention and noticed the woman make several indecent slips of the tongue that went unnoticed. Her mind was obviously in the gutter, and from the blushed and intense looks she cast our way, it was clear what was on her mind. In fact, it was clear it was on the minds of several others in the hall, but surprisingly not all.

It was Nancy who pointed it out first, in a quiet whisper, but then I noticed it as well. The entire congregation was listening with rapt attention. Most looked spellbound by the music, with expressions of awe and joy, while a few had a much more powerful reaction. All around the room, perhaps a dozen women stared at Dillon with a passion and desire I knew all too well. Some were older, while many were younger, and nearly all of them, with a few notable exceptions, were single.

Dillon’s music seemed to have the most effect on those women who were most open and eager. As the song wore on, and it wasn’t even one of his own magical compositions, his hooks sank deeper and deeper into the women who’d come under his spell. With surprise, I saw that Elizabeth Watkins was one of the most affected.

Thankfully for her, all eyes were on Dillon, Momo and me playing and none but Nancy and I noticed to woman’s hands bunched in her skirt and pressed between her thighs. Nor the large hard nipples pressing against her soft white sweater. The woman was beautiful, in a severe mid-western farm-wife kind of way. Her blonde hair was thin and straight, her features long, but her mouth was wide and sensual, her lips thick and deep red.

As I was staring at her, Elizabeth happened to look over at me and our eyes locked. She saw that I’d read her expression and knew what secret thoughts swirled around in her head. The woman reacted in the opposite manner as I’d assumed she would. Instead of blushing and looking down in shame, she sat up, back straight and large breasts standing out, proud. As I tapped out the final notes of the song, Elizabeth stared at me, and I saw her flourish under the attention.

She was the opposite of myself, or perhaps being seen was part of her fetish. Either way, I was in awe of the pastor and had even more respect for her as she stood and offered a polite clap, the rest of the congregation leaping to their feet and cheering.

“God's grace!” Cried one man.

“A miracle!” Cried another.

“Dillon, I love you!” Yelled a woman.

The last shout came from the back of the crowd of well-dressed folks and drew a laugh. A laugh with an edge of fragility to it, as husbands glanced around at daughters and wives with a hint of fear. Even those who hadn’t been affected the most by the power of Dillon’s music were aware of its efficacy towards women on some level.

“Well, that was… that was truly remarkable, young man,” Elizabeth said as she stepped back up to the podium. “I, for one, feel blessed to have been witness,” her eyes cut to me for a split second, “and to be witnessed.” It was so fast I don’t think anyone noticed it. I felt a flush to my skin and read the woman’s meaning, my sex dripping at the possibilities it opened up, “Let that the grace was given to us and carry it throughout day and week and seek to aid those we come in contact with… amen.”
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The congregation broke up, and a large crowd pressed up towards the stage. My lack of anxiety disappeared in a moment when two dozen people crowded in close. I was able to deal with them for a couple minutes, but when they showed no signs of leaving, the panic set in. It was the heat and press of them that got me. I had to escape when I saw Elizabeth head down the back hall, leaving Dillon, Momo, and Heather, for some reason, to deal with the congregation and their praise.

“Amanda, that was simply amazing,” Elizabeth said when I caught up to her, “Truly… wherever did you find such a remarkable young man?”

“It was exactly one week ago actually,” I said, joining her as she headed back to her small office to drop off the paperwork, “right here.”

“Really?” She said in surprise, “God's grace indeed, tell me about him, err I mean about meeting him.”

I suppressed an eager smile, not wanting to warn my prey of a trap closing on her. Baiting the hook, I told her all about finding Dillon playing the guitar and how I’d tracked him down. When I told her about his living situation, she gasped and covered her mouth, shaking her head in sadness.

“To think this was just in our backyard… for years and we knew nothing. I feel as though we’ve failed him somehow.”

“We’ve been given a chance to change things for him and maybe for much of the town if it’s done right,” I said, “we’ve been in contact with a major record label. Dillon’s going to be a rock star!”

Feeling shy, I kept my own involvement in the band to myself and as she dropped off her sermon in the office but told her all about the cascading events of the last week. When I told her about the concert the next Friday down in Austin, she grew breathlessly excited.

“He’s going to be on a stage? Live? Like Jagger or Sixx? Amanda, oh dear me… forgive my French, but how do you fucking stand it?!”

“Stand what?” I asked, trying to keep my expression mild.

“Don’t be coy with me,” she said, a sly smile growing on her lips, her eyes took in my dress, and her smile turned into a smirk, “Most of your Sunday dresses are neck to ankles… you can’t tell me you didn’t wear-.”

The door opened, and Elizabeth cut off abruptly when Dillon peeked his head in.

“Nancy said to check on you,” he said to me, “said we’ll be leaving in about twenty minutes.”

“Come in, Dillon,” I said warmly, suppressing a grin when I noticed Elizabeth smooth down her dress skirts and stand straighter, cheeks taking on a touch of color. “I was just telling Elizabeth here about how we met.”

“Yes,” the woman said, her pupils dilating wide as she stared at Dillon, “To think such genius was in our backyard this whole time… I must say how sorry I am that we couldn’t be there for you in your times of struggle.”

“Oh,” Dillon said, rubbing at the back of his neck and blushing under the woman’s obvious regard, “no, it’s me who should apologize. It was wrong for me to sneak in like that.”

“Nonsense,” Elizabeth said, “it makes no sense for the instruments to just sit there collecting dust as much as they do. If we could have a more robust music program, I would love it…” she blushed, her eyes falling to Dillon's crotch and widening when she saw the hardness pressed there, “Oh my…”

“If things work out,” Dillon said, his deep voice reaching down into the core of our womanly beings and sparking wild desires, “I’d love to donate to your church and help the music program.”

“That’s too generous,” said the pastor, her lips trembling and voice breathless, “you’ve already given us such a wonderful gift… I have no idea how we can repay you.”

“I have an idea,” I barely even recognized the words as they came out of my mouth.

There was such heat put into them. There could be no denying my meaning. It took only a glance for Dillon to see that not only was I serious, I was also powerfully turned on. Elizabeth trembled and looked from me to Dillon and swallowed hard, her lips twitching up into a fragile, hopeful smile.

“Surely you can’t mean,” the woman said. Her words were at odds with the look on her face, and her hands were clutching at her skirts.

“Dillon would never demand,” I said softly as I moved to the side of her office, “not even implore… but you felt his music, Lizzy… and you know what the boy needs… what you need.”

“But I can’t,” she said, bottom lips trembling, and nipples hardening even more so in contravention to her words, “and would you… watch?”

“Amanda will stay,” Dillon said.

It was my turn to shiver at the command in his voice, but my passion couldn’t hope to match Pastor Watkins, who reached up to clutch at one large breast and nod feverishly. Her eyes were locked on his as she sank to her knees before the desk and reached out to clutch at his pants, fingers hurriedly working free his belt and the buttons of his slacks.

The woman glanced at me, and I saw her face flush with shame, and oddly her thighs pressed tightly together.

“I know what you need, Dillon… and god help me all I want is to… please you,” her hands gripped the waistline of his pants as she pressed her massive firm tits to his thighs and implored him, “but please don’t make Amanda witness my shame… to have her watch as I debase myself so…”

“Tell him the truth Lizzy,” I said, and from the flush of real shame on her face, I saw I was right, “don’t hide behind lies here, not now.”

“Oh god… she’s right,” the woman said, as she pulled down Dillon’s pants and gasped at the sight of his mighty cock bursting forth,

Dillon knew when not to speak, and reaching down, he guided the back of the pastor's lovely head to his cock. She glanced at me, eyes wide and filled with shameful desire before parting her thick red lips and driving forward onto him.

I don’t know if it was Dillon or me who was more shocked. Elizabeth transformed in one instant from buttoned-down conservative woman to the wildest cock-sucking whore I’d ever seen. My first thought was to worry someone might hear her desperate moans of pleasure, or the wet slurping sounds as she coated his cock in dripping saliva. But quickly, those worries faded before witnessing the wonder of her skill.

Elizabeth took Dillon’s cock deep into her throat, nose pressing into his pubic bone, and then backed off until he was entirely out of her mouth. A strand of thick, slippery saliva coated his cock and stretched out to her tongue. She cast an almost apologetic look at me, but my intense stare caused her to get even more turned on, and she dove back onto Dillon’s dick. Both hands worked the shaft, her thumbs and fingers twisting right before her lips.

Dillon’s expression of shock at her eager cock-sucking faded into one of pure bliss. I saw his fingers grip the woman’s hair tightly and his balls tightening up in anticipation of a massive orgasm.

“Fuck her baby,” I breathed as I bunched up my skirts, one hand slipping into my panties and finding my pussy soaking wet, “Claim that pussy of hers.”

“Hmmm!” Elizabeth moaned, her lips writhing in an eager grin as she looked up at Dillon.

The boy grinned down at the pastor and ripped her head off his dick. Spinning her around, he bent her over the desk.

“Oh, yes!” She hissed and bit her bottom lip, face turned towards me and eyes finding mine as Dillon pulled up her skirts and dragged down her thick panties, “This is so wicked... but oh god! So... good… oh, you beautiful boy… fuck, momma gonna cum baby…. Mommas cumming on that big fucking dick!”

Dillon’s grin widened as Elizabeth's body shook in orgasm. From the sloppy sounds of his cock pistoling in and out of her, she was gushing even more juices out. The woman was like a rag doll as Dillon fucked her hard, and she reached out one weak hand towards me, and I stepped forward and took it, her fingers lacing in with mine as she drew it to her lips and kissed it.

“Thank you… oh heaven, thank you… never dreamed… Oh, Baby! NGHNNN!” Another orgasm hit her even more powerfully than the last, and I saw Dillon’s eyes widen. I bent down to Elizabeth, whispering in her ear.

“You’re going to make him cum.”

“Oh, god!” She cried.

“He’s going to fill you with all of his delicious seed, and you’re going to milk out every last drop.”

“Yes!” She cried, “Please… please give it to me, Dillon… oh heaven!”

“Take it,” the boy grunted, “You’re so tight… mmhmM!”

He gripped her hips with strong hands, fingers digging into the soft flesh of her wide ass as he drove up into her with one final powerful thrust and flooded her womb with his seed. After, the boy staggered back, and the scent of their mingled fluids drove me to my knees.

The taste of him was just as sweet as ever, and I felt wickedness as I tasted the pastor on him. In moments I had him cleaned up and my own orgasm ripping through my body as my fingers frigged my clit. I stopped before Dillon grew hard again, even though it took nearly all of my will power to do so. From the look on Elizabeth's face, she dearly wanted to join me, but time was running out.

“That was… dear lord, that was magical,” the woman laughed, her cheeks a deep shade of red as she situated her skirts.

“I hope we didn’t desecrate the church or something,” Dillon said with a crooked grin.

“Oh dear me no,” Elizabeth said with a wide smile as she stepped up to the boy and drew him into a warm hug and a deep kiss, “No, if anything, this place feels even closer to god now… this was…”

“It was love in physical form,” I said, gripping the woman’s hand after she separated from Dillon.

“You should come to the show on Friday.” Dillon said to the pastor, “We’re only playing for like ten minutes or something, but it should be really cool.”

“I would love to,” the woman said with a big grin, “Is it ok if I bring a friend? She’s going to… she really needs to hear your music.”

“Of course,” I said and saw the relief in the woman’s eyes when she saw the lack of jealousy in mine, “the more, the merrier.”
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When we stepped out of the office, the hallway outside was empty, and I breathed a sigh of relief and hoped it had stayed that way, and no one had overhead what happened. The girls and Nancy were putting the last of the things in the car when we walked out.

I made plans with Dillon and Momo to rehearse early in the morning before we headed over to the recording studio, and then we all hugged him goodbye. He had a lot of work to do around the farm to set things up for being away so much the next week, and I knew he was stressing out about getting it all done.

The whole time I felt Heather’s eyes on the pastor and me and could practically feel the hurt feelings emanating from her. Twice she opened her mouth to say something to Dillon or me, but both times closed it after a second, with a frown and a pensive look. The young man’s head was still spinning from the wild encounter in the pastor's office and barely gave my daughter a second glance, causing her frown to deepen.

As I drove home, Jen tried to cheer the girl up, but between Momo and me chatting in the front seat and Nancy playing Dillon’s music on her phone, the girl couldn’t escape him. My daughter isn’t a woman who’s ever had to struggle for anything in her life. Always the most beautiful girl in the room, charming and smart, she'd rarely known struggle.

Despite my best efforts, she’d grown up privileged and with an air of entitlement. The rudeness had worn away after her teen years, but she was still learning. Heather is many things, but a quitter is not one of them. Halfway back to the house, she had a new attitude and was conferring with Jen about clothing or outfits they planned to wear to the concert on Friday. From the sparkle in her eyes, I knew she had something planned that would make sure the young man couldn’t fail to notice her.

Nancy called Morgan and asked her to come over so we could plan for the week. By the time we got home, she was just pulling into the driveway. Heather and Jen hopped out of the car, and both couldn’t help but stare at the gorgeous woman. Heather’s frown turned into a grimace when I told them Morgan would be working closely with Dillon as the label’s A&R person.

“Oh my god, you’re absolutely gorgeous!” Morgan said when she hurried up the walkways, heels clicking as she stared at Heather, “Amanda, you never told me your girl was such a heart breaker!”

“Thanks,” Heather said, and I was happy to see her jealousy and envy fade once she got to know Morgan and learned how cool and down to earth she is.

I opened two bottles of wine, and Morgan and Nancy got to planning. Heather and Jen had gone up to the girl's room to edit the footage they’d taken at the church, and from the excited giggles that made their way down, they’d gotten some good stuff.

“I wanted to go over the schedule for this week,” Morgan said, pulling out her iPad and bringing up a calendar, “If you two get out your phones I can share this with you, so we’re all on the same page. It’s going to be important, Amanda, that you keep Dillon up to speed on all major items on the schedule. We wouldn’t want him showing up and not being prepared or getting blindsided by something he doesn’t want to do. That’s the most important thing, that we keep Dillon happy and ensure this is a rewarding and positive experience.”

“I’ve started working on a rider,” Nancy said, calling up a document on her phone, “just a simple list of things we would want to be provided for the band at shows.”

“Perfect,” Morgan said, “Now, let's go over our goals for the recording studio tomorrow. I’ve talked with the odious man who runs the place, and he’s agreed to let us have full run of the facility as long as he’s noted as a contributing producer on the album or EP.”

“We can live with that,” Nancy said, “but I want to make sure he doesn’t get residuals.”

“Good idea,” Morgan said, making a note.

“I’ve been thinking about how to help Dillon’s farm while he’s away,” I said and dragged my laptop over and called up a local service. “I know the owners of the nursery in town and their daughters would be perfect for running Dillon’s farm while he’s gone. Both are really into organic farming and have been pestering their parents to buy them a plot of land. If Dillon’s willing to let them sell what they grow, and I’m sure he will be, they would jump at the chance.”

“That’s a big relief,” Morgan said with a smile. “To be honest, the mystique of a farm boy with a guitar is how we’re going to market him, but I had no idea how he was going to juggle everything. Are the girls cute?”

“Very,” I said with a crooked grin, my eyes sparkling with amusement to match Morgan’s.

“We really are a couple of wicked women aren’t we,” Nancy said with a rueful shake of her head.

“Everything we do is for Dillon,” Morgan said firmly, “We have to keep that at the front of our minds. It’s too easy to let the chaos and madness of fame and fortune steer an artist the wrong way. Dillon is far too precious an artist, and his art is far too important for us to let that happen.”

“Agreed,” I said at the same time Nancy nodded in agreement.

“Good,” Morgan said, pulling up another document on her iPad, “Now let's go over the initial schedule. Adeline’s assistant Carmen has given me a few dates for shows and festivals she can get us into. She doesn’t want to schedule anything definite until we have music recorded and uploaded.”

“I’m getting on that tomorrow,” I said, nodding.

“Excellent,” Morgan said, “There are a few more important details we want to lock down if we can: band name, style for wardrobe, things like that.”

“I can get started on most of them,” Nancy said, “but Dillon really should come up with the name himself, or the three of you together, Amanda.”

“I agree-.” I began but was cut off by a shout from the top of the stairs.

“Mom, come up here! You guys have to check this out!”

The three of us hurried upstairs into my daughter's room. The walls were still covered in collages of her high-school photos. Pictures of her and her large groups of friends at a football game with their faces painted or floating on the lake. Morgan, Nancy, and I squeezed around Heather’s small computer desk, where Jen sat before her laptop.

“Ready?” Jen asked, glancing around before hitting the play button.

The first shot was of Dillon, pulling back to slowly reveal the rest of the band just as he began to sing. I felt a hot flush of embarrassment for a moment when I came on screen but was transported a moment later by the scenes playing before me.

The camera never cut, and stayed focused on Dillon, and that was perfect. The young man’s charisma on camera was palpable, and I found my breathing heavy and skin flush before the song was over. Even the Christian song he sang filled my mind with images of his dominant form, taking me over and over again.

Glancing around the small group of women, I could see each of them was having similar thoughts. Nancy and Morgan had twin knowing grins on their lips, and I realized I wore the same. While Jen and Heather were both trembling with desire and fighting hard to mask that fact from us, older women.

“This is… wow, Heather… did you film this?” Morgan asked as the video came to an end.

“Yea,” my daughter said with a shake of her head. “We were going to cut together what we both filmed, but when we watched this…”

“Did you use a filter?” Nancy asked as she backed up to a still image of Dillon standing there, a flare of light covering a part of his face, “This is the thumbnail… god damn, look at him, mmmhmm!”

“No filter,” Heather said, and from the strain on her face, as she stared at the screen, I knew the girl was unfamiliar with her current emotions. “I just found a good angle and tried to keep the lighting right. I’m planning on uploading it to his insta feed tonight with a series of hashtags to get it to pop.”

“You won’t need many,” Morgan said, nodding, “loop me in on that post. I’ll have our social media people get on the promotion.”

“Perfect,” Heather said, and I caught a flash of envy in her face when she took in the former model’s slender body once more.

“Why don’t you three work together on a plan,” I said, indicating Morgan and the girls, “while Nancy and I finish scheduling the next couple days. It will give you a chance to get to know one another.”

“Perfect,” Morgan said, her grin widening as she took in Heather and Jen.

The two co-eds were intimidated by the older professional. It only took a few minutes for that intimidation to fade as they got to talking about different influencers and their strategies. Nancy and I left them to it, making sure that Dillon’s music played all night long on a loop for all to hear.

Morgan was an incorrigible flirt and soon had both girls doubled over in laughter and blushing as she, in turn, teased and complimented them. Nancy and I left them there after Heather brought up outfits for Momo and me, Morgan eagerly joining in and asking my daughter to model what she had in mind.

We worked on the dining room table, and if I'm being completely honest, I loved every moment of it. There is something about doing work that your passionate about that doesn’t make it feel like work. Everything tied in with Dillon’s music was a treat to handle. Even though I grew more and more nervous the closer we got to the concert, I was also becoming more and more excited to see what new songs Dillon could come up with.

“It got rather quiet up there,” Nancy said after we’d been going for a solid two hours, “I thought Morgan would be down by now. Think we should go check on the kids?”

“Yea,” I said, frowning, then a low thump caused me to tilt my head and a sly grin to form on my lips, “But let's go quietly. Just in case… I don’t want to disturb anything.”

Nancy frowned at me, and then realization dawned, and she grinned in eager excitement and hurried after me up the stairs. We left our shoes at the bottom so as not to make any noise and crept up. Halfway up, there could be no mistaking the low moan of pleasure that made it to our ears. I glanced back, and Nancy grinned up at me and shooed me forward.

Hesitantly I edged down the hallway, needing to see what was happening and also feeling shameful. Nancy clutched my arm as we moved into the deeper shadows, and my daughter's room opened up. The scene was exactly what I’d hoped and feared to find.
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Heather lay on her back, knees bent and spread, one hand cupping a massive firm breast and pulling at the nipple, head arched back, and beautiful face contorted in pleasure as she panted softly. Between her legs, Morgan’s tongue lapped. The willowy model was naked as well, her ass up in the air, knees on the edge of the bed as she ate Heather out.

Jen was naked too, and the girl had perky firm little breasts and the most adorable little pussy I’d ever seen. There was cum smeared across her chin, evidence that she’d been feasting on Morgan’s slender pussy, but now she held her phone. Moving around the bed, the girl filmed the pair.

My daughter was more than comfortable with her friend filming and actively cheated to the camera. Not playing anything up, but making sure Jen got the best shots of her massive breasts and beautiful face, the smaller co-ed moved up onto the bed, shooting down my daughter's body and zooming in on Morgan as she ate the younger woman out.

Heather reached over and pulled Jen’s ass over her face, tongue reaching out to make contact with the tiny blonde’s bald pussy. Moaning quietly, she turned the phone to film Heather eating her out and reached down to play with the girl's big breasts.

Nancy slipped a hand up and cupped my own breast. I whimpered, clamping my lips together to silence myself before alerting the women in coitus. Gripping her hand, I pulled my best friend down the hall and dragged her into my room. There we fell onto the bed, our grins of wicked delight only broken by passionate kisses and shuddering moans of pleasure.

No words were shared nor needed as we made love to one another. Taking our time, we stripped each other of our clothes. I loved removing the woman’s designer fabrics, sliding them down her smooth skin, and revealing it to my eager lips and searching fingers. We’d been together several times now but had never taken the time to truly learn what pleased the other. I found that Nancy liked it a little rough, enjoyed having her throat gripped as she was pushed over the edge. I came with a gush when she slid two fingers across my g-spot and suckled on my clit.

It was two hours later when Morgan came to say she’d ordered a car to take her back to the hotel. Nancy and I wouldn’t hear of it and pulled her into bed with us. We ate ice cream straight out of the tub in bed and talked and made love late into the night.

I passed Heather in the hallway, only wearing my robe and hadn’t bothered to belt it. She blushed, and her eyes widened when she saw my nakedness, but I was beyond caring by that point and felt beautiful and free. Late in the night, when I went to get a glass of water, I passed her room, and the door was open. She lay on the bed in the nude, something she’d never done before, and I smiled to see she was beginning to relax a little.

Feeling like a wicked mother, I ran down the hall and grabbed my phone and snapped a photo of Heather’s perfect pale ass and the twin dimples above it. I sent the photo to Dillon with the caption: Heather…

Pleased with the surprise I’d left my handsome rock star, I slipped back into bed and drifted off to peaceful sleep. The next morning, I was up with the dawn and on the road for a short jog. When I got back, Heather and Jen were heading out to their workout, the girls offering me blushing ‘good morning’s’ as they edged around me in the doorway. Heather and I caught one another's eyes, and I saw the trepidation fade, as she read my expression.

The two were laughing about something as they started down the road, their ponytails bouncing with each step. Mr. Daws, the neighbor on the corner, nearly fell on his face when he noticed the girls. The poor man was unable to tear his gaze away from their slender bodies clad in tight yoga pants and sports bra.

After a quick shower, I threw on my favorite concert shirt and a pair of shorts and met Momo downstairs. The girl was all dolled up like always, in a short white dress. The garment was tight around the middle and flared above the knees with a touch of lace on the shoulders and hem. She looked like an innocent little doll with her hair parted down the middle and her adorable features.

“Ready to rehearse?” She asked, practically bouncing on the balls of her feet.

“I hope so!” I said, and with a final goodbye to Nancy and Morgan, who lounged in the kitchen drinking coffee, we headed out.

The two would meet us at the studio later, along with Jen and Heather. As much as I wanted to sit with Nancy and learn everything I could about Morgan’s evening, nothing would keep me from Dillon, and the chance to play with him again. I was distracted as I drove across town, but thankfully the streets were empty on an early Monday morning.

Dillon was already up and outside, finishing up his chores when we pulled up. When he stood and offered us one of his bright, boyish smiles, I felt my heart flutter. It was on light feet that I ran over and threw my arms around his neck, kissing him soundly. Momo was a step behind me, and the young man staggered when she hit us like a tiny linebacker and wormed her way in between. Her head pushing up between my massive breasts, and her lips finding Dillon’s.

We were laughing and staggering as we headed into the barn.

“I have a new song I want to try out,” Dillon said, hurrying over to sling his guitar over his shoulder, “Let me play if for you both, then we can try it.”

Momo and I glanced at one another with eager grins as we sat behind our instruments. Dillon stretched his neck real quick, popping it side to side and settled in to play. Before he could even play a note, it was all I could do not to crawl over and rip his jeans off him. Something about seeing the young guitar player standing there with that cocky swagger always drove me crazy.

The thought was gone from my mind the moment he started playing the song. I almost fell backward as the first frenetic cords rang out. This was nothing like the music he’d played before. Closer to heavy metal or maybe a techno dance beat; it moved, and in seconds both Momo and I were bobbing out heads, the girl tapping out a beat in sync with him. Her genius was on display as she joined in perfectly, adding just the right touches, like the trained jazz musician she was.

The fabric of the song was alive in my head as Dillon played, and I saw where he’d made room for my keyboard. I didn’t have Momo’s confidence or skill and didn’t dare to jump in on the first play through, besides I was too spellbound by his deep voice once it rang out through the rafters.

“The weekend’s here, we’ll have some fun;

Saturday comes, and we’re on the run;

Through darkened Dreeeams!

Your touch drives Meeeee!

Over the moon and under the sun…”

 

His other songs had been of young love or the rolling hills of Oklahoma and nature. This was a song of passion and desire. He sang of a wild weekend of love, meeting, and parting but never regret. It was such a powerful song and delivered with such driving, forceful tempo that I was left pulse-pounding and breathless by the time he finished.

Leaping to my feet with Momo, we crashed into Dillon all congratulations and exuberance. Neither of us able to put into words, even though we tried over and over again as we plucked the boy's clothes off him, how powerful and moving the song had been. Unable to wait a moment more, I took Dillon within me, shorts tossed aside, and his hands under my soft concert shirt.

With fast and powerful thrusts, he drove up into me, my cries joining his fading lyrics in the rafters as the orgasm crashed through me. My mind filled with wonder that the creator of such powerful and moving music was within me, his face filled with pleasure that I’d given him as my pussy clamped down around him.

Momo was not to be denied, and once my lust had been sated, she wiggled her tiny ass to the dazed young man, and with a whimper of sadness as I felt him exit me, I sat up and nodded to him. Dillon grinned as I knelt behind Momo.

He reached up to remove his guitar, which had been lying beside him when I’d pressed him down so quickly, but I stopped him. Biting my bottom lip, I moved up behind the handsome young man and, reaching down, slid my hand along the slick hardness of his cock and lifted it into Momo’s tiny pussy.

“Oh Dillon,” The girl moaned, back arching like a cat, and her firm little cheeks bouncing as he drove into her.

“Play for us,” I whispered in his ear, guiding his hands to the guitar as I knelt behind him.

My hips guided his slowly as I reached around him, pressing my body against his back and gripping Momo’s slender waist as if I was him. Gripping the girl's hip’s, I guided her into Dillon.

“Fuck that’s hot,” Dillon said with a grin, turning to give me a quick kiss and gasping when Momo’s tiny ass pushed back into him hard, “You’re soo… mhmm.”

I gripped his head, kissing him soundly as Momo took her pleasure from his steely hard cock. All the while, Dillon strummed his guitar, not playing anything in particular but letting the music find its own voice through the distraction of his pleasure.

Momo’s cute cries of pleasure caused Dillon and I to take note, grinning at one another when he found some trick or sound that he’d never played before. Long minutes this went on, the small girl orgasming several times until she was a slobbering mess, and Dillon forced to take over and flood her depths with his first orgasm of the day.

Once the edge of our lust had been slacked, we were much more relaxed and comfortable for the rest of the rehearsal. Dillon managed to employ several of the new sounds and notes he’d discovered into a couple new songs.

We felt great about our progress as we packed up the back of my car around noon. We had seven solid songs, and two that we felt were exceptional and possible hits. As we packed, I told Dillon about what I was thinking about for the farm, but he wasn’t so sure about it.

“I’ll need to work with them for at least a few days to make sure they can handle things,” he said after I’d reassured him as much as I could. “If they can, I have no problem with them selling anything they plant and grow themselves. So long as the property and animals are maintained.”

“I’m glad you’re at least open to the idea,” I said, “and if it doesn’t work out, we’ll figure something else.”

“Amanda,” Dillon said, looking around quickly to make sure we were alone, “about that picture you sent-.”

“Did it make you uncomfortable?” I asked, worried. “I’m sorry, I just… it was stupid of me, Heather would probably kill me if she found out.”

“That’s just it,” he said, and I saw he was genuinely upset, “Heather doesn’t like me at all. You see how she glares at me. I mean, she’s only really taken an interest in me once the record label got involved.”

“Oh, honey!” I said, drawing him into a hug, “That’s not true at all. I know she can be a little difficult at times, but I can tell she has feelings for you. You just have some patience, she might be a bit awkward, but she’ll come around.”

“I don’t know about that,” Dillon said, and I could tell my words had done little to assuage his worries.
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“Amanda, Dillon, you have to see this!” Momo called, running up with her phone out, “I went to go make a post and link to the video Heather and Jen uploaded last night. I figured I could help drive some traffic to it but look at how much it’s blown up already!”

We hunched over and peered at the numbers, and I had to do a double-take. There were over 900,000 likes on the post and thousands of comments.

“What the fuck?” Dillon said and pulled out the new phone Nancy bought for him. We could all see the screen full of notifications about likes and people following him, “Jesus, I have a hundred thousand followers… what the fuck?!”

“Dude…” Momo said and showed us a YouTube clip of the video that someone had uploaded that already had over a million views, “They’re already pirating your music… this is insane.”

“That’s not right!” I said, feeling offended.

“No, it’s good,” Momo said, making her post to insta, a cute photo of her and I in the maid's outfits and commenting that she was in a new band and to go check it out on the front man’s feed. “This is going to help it go viral and get the word out. Once people start to hear your music Dillon, it's going to spread like wildfire.”

“It’s started then,” Dillon said with a nervous and excited smile as he looked at us, “Just promise me one thing, that no matter what happens, we won’t forget how much fun we had just playing in my barn.”

“Don’t worry about that,” I said, drawing him into a warm embrace along with Momo, “I could never forget how magical it’s been.”

Time was pressing, so we hurried across town once the car was loaded. One positive outcome of worrying about my daughter and Dillon’s friendship or budding relationship, it left no room to worry about my stage fright and the upcoming recording session. I pulled into the back parking lot of the mall and found Nancy’s car and parked near it. Dillon carried Momo’s heavy drums and his guitar while she helped me with the keyboard.

Matt was there to open the door for us. The tall awkward man with his long greasy ponytail was all excitement and enthusiasm to get Dillon set up. When he learned Momo and I would be playing with the young man, he got an even more exciting look on his face.

“Dude, you’ve got a sexy MILF and a wicked cute Japanese princess in your band… every dude in the world is going to be envious of you!”

“Be respectful,” Dillon said with a slight frown, and I was surprised at how much that small act affected the older man.

“Of course! My apologies, ma’am, and young miss. You’ll have to forgive me. I don’t get to speak with beautiful women too often. Not unless they’re sitting around the Dungeons and Dragons table at least. A crazy amount of beautiful young women are getting into tabletop games, isn’t the world a strange place, why I remember when I was young…”

The man talked nonstop as he led us through the back of the mall and up to his studio. What had at first seemed like rudeness or a lack of social skills, turned out to be anxiety and nervousness on the part of Matt. I saw why, the moment we entered the studio.

The man opened the door and paused, eyes widening and a silly grin forming on his lips at whatever it was he saw within. With a start at realizing we were standing behind him waiting to enter as well as if he’d forgotten we were there, he finally stepped in.

“The bands here,” Matt announced, and I heard Nancy and several others exclaim in enthusiasm, but his eyes were locked on one person, in particular, my daughter.

The studio is a rather ample space for musicians and singers, with a separate closet, set aside for singers to record apart from the musicians. There is also a small engineering room with a large panel covered in nobs, switches, and dials. In the engineering room are a couple of couches and comfortable chairs that looked to have been picked up from a thrift store. Sitting on the armrest of one such couch and capturing the attention of not only Matt but Dillon as well when he stepped in, was Heather.

Where Matt couldn’t look away from the girl, Dillon blushed a furious shade of red. He looked down, oddly unable to meet the girl's eyes or stare directly at her as if she were the sun itself. Heather noticed Dillon avoiding her eyes and refusing to look at her incredible body.

Even I found it hard to look away. Heather and Jen had obviously taken special care in dressing for the afternoon. Both wore tiny white sorority shirts with the Greek letters on the front. The shirts low cut and stopped just beneath the girl's breasts, showing off a vast expanse of pale cleavage and smooth stomachs. Below the minuscule sorority shirts were tiny jean shorts, closer to daisy-dukes than actual shorts, and white tennis shoes.

The pair of them looked like sisters with their hair teased up in the same style. Jen’s hair was a paler blonde, she was a few inches shorter and smaller in the bust. The girl was gorgeous and would have dried the mouths of any man who happened to glance at her, but beside Heather, she was a pale reflection of my daughter's glorious beauty.

The two co-eds were stunning and even more so in their matching outfits, but Nancy and Morgan were both dressed to the nines as well. Morgan was wearing a grey pinstripe skirt suit with the skirt ending at mid-thigh, showing off her long slender legs to perfection. Nancy wore a cream color suit as well, but it was all soft cashmere and linen that clung to her every slender curve.

“Dillon, have you seen how good the posts are doing?” Jen asked when we’d entered the room.

“It’s insane!” Momo said, “You both look amazing! I wish I’d had my socials outfit with me too!”

“Amanda,” Morgan said, stepping over to me with her iPad. “We’re already getting requests for media events such as local radio shows and some smaller music podcasts. Do you think you and Nancy can work on fielding these? Sort through them and see which is a good opportunity or not, you’d both know the local media markets better than I would.”

“I can do that,” Nancy said, “In fact, my husband donated whatever it’s called… you know the things that boost radio towers signals… anyway, he donated one of them to the station, and they owe me a favor.”

“Perfect,” Morgan said with a grateful smile, then she turned to Dillon, who was helping Matt move the equipment into the studio and set it up. “Dillon, I spoke with Adeline Atkinson this morning, and she wanted to tell you to break a leg today, that she and the whole team at Global Music Group are rooting for you all.”

“Tell her thanks,” Dillon said with a warm smile, “I really appreciate it. You’ve all been so lovely to me. I really can’t say how much I appreciate everything.”

“Well,” Morgan said, with a faint blush in her cheeks, “Just play your heart out in there, and we’ll make sure the world hears every beat.”

“Don’t I have to sign something?” Dillon asked, “I haven’t signed a contract with you guys, yet-.”

“That has all been arranged,” Nancy said quickly, cutting him off, glancing at Matt with a small frown, the man held up his hands quickly and made a motion with two fingers before his lips as if he were zipping them shut. Nancy gave him a firm nod and went on, “This will stay between us, but Adeline and Morgan understand that an artist can become attached to their art. So, they have agreed to a special deal that I proposed.”

“One we’ve never agreed to with any other artist, you understand,” Morgan said, stressing the words. “Intellectual Property and licensing of songs are how GMG makes the bulk of its profits, but we’re entering a new age of media.”

“Exactly,” Nancy said, nodding, “That’s why I proposed this new deal. You, and your band members, will hold the exclusive rights to the masters of all of your songs. That means you can set the prices for licensing or the sales of your albums of EP’s.”

“What's in it for GMG?” Dillon asked with a small frown.

“Good question,” Morgan said with an excited grin. “Under the terms Nancy negotiated with Adeline, GMG will retain a small % of every song sold through our sales and marketing team, but more importantly, we retain exclusive rights to any video/audio recordings of your live performances.”

“I don’t get it,” Momo said, crossing her arms, “aren’t you throwing away, like all the money?”

“No,” Heather said, cutting in and shaking her head, from the sly smile on her lips, she saw the whole  better than any of us but Nancy and Morgan, “They aren’t trying to be a recording label with Dillon… they’re trying to be a full-on media company. You’re going to sell concert footage… studio footage… are you going to make it a TV show or something?”

“A new channel!” Morgan said her grin infection, “We aren’t sure yet where we’ll stream it, but we already have offers, and they haven’t even seen the content, just the business model. Nancy, it was your idea, want to explain it?”

“Sure,” Nancy had a familiar self-satisfied air about her as all attention fell on the beautiful brunette. I suppressed a grin as my friend preened, knowing how much she was relishing the moment. “Streaming services are hungry for content, and the audience is always craving both something new and something old, so let's give it to them. MTV used to be all music videos, but over time it shifted to more programmed content. Why? Because videos are good, but people crave more. That raw backstage footage you rarely get, or the sound and feel of the crowd. With new technologies today like VR and immersive 3D, we can give people a simulated concert experience. Even groups of friends can enter the space together.”

“So that’s the idea,” Morgan said, “There are still details to be worked out, but we think it could be a winning model going forward in this new media space. GMG would produce and record your concerts, eventually offering a live experience to fans around the world. Imagine living in Brazil and seeing a concert in Tokyo. Or streaming a whole concert live on Netflix… This is going to be the future, and we’re perfectly positioned to capitalize on it.”

“It’s brilliant,” Heather said, nodding, arms crossed beneath her massive firm breasts, “Dill, it’s a good deal.”

I didn’t fail to notice that her concern was for Dillon, even though I would be part of the deal as well. The young man regarded Heather for a long moment, considering her words, or perhaps his eyes were just tracing the lines of her face. Finally, he broke the content and turned to me, his frown questioning, and I shrugged.

“It’s up to you, but I trust Morgan and Nancy with my life,” turning to the small Asian girl, I raised an eyebrow.

“I don’t care,” Momo said with a shake of her head, “I just want to jam.”

“Same,” Dillon said, nodding, “Nancy, you’re the agent. Doesn’t make any sense to second guess you when I honestly have no idea what you’re even talking about. If you say it’s a good deal, then I’ll sign it.”

“It is,” She said, nodding, and I saw the tightness around her eyes and set of her shoulders and knew she felt the weight of the decision.

“Fuck man,” Matt said from where he stood with his back to the wall, “this is some crazy shit. You’re about to go off, man… can’t you feel it? It’s like fucking groovy, man.”

“Ready?” Dillon asked Momo and me.

The girl nodded eagerly, but I felt my stomach do a massive flip flop, and I nearly ran back out the door, to my car. Instead, I followed the two into the small recording studio. Dillon turned when we were all in, closing the door and cutting off all sound but our breathing. Mine was coming sharp and fast, and Dillon looked down at me in concern.

Those pale blue eyes filled my vision, and I felt my heartbeat slow, and my shoulders relax. He pulled me into a firm embrace, and I reached out, drawing tiny Momo into the hug. The warmth I felt from the two filled me with comfort and pushed back my anxiety and nerves. Drawing in one final breath, inhaling the musky aroma of Dillon, I felt a thrill shoot down to my sex, and it was with heat in my cheeks that I sat on the stool behind my keyboard.

Flexing my fingers, I flicked on the power and looked up to find Dillon and Momo in the same places they’d stood in the barn. The familiar sight further relaxed me, and it was with an eager grin, we launched into our first song. Dillon’s guitar sounded perfect in the recording studio. Once Momo’s drums kicked in, I was utterly lost in the music. My fingers dancing along the keys as if the spirit of the song itself guided them, the notes falling into place perfectly.

“Life… a dull and yellow dream;”

“Until the light showed up for me when she came to hear me sing;”

“Heavens knows I’m lost at sea;”

“Hunting for love in my new golden dream.”

The music just flowed out of us, and without a break, Dillon launched us right into the second song. We played for twenty solid minutes, jamming out seven songs without a single error, and it felt like I was swimming through the seas of heaven.

It would be impossible for me to describe the sheer artistic joy that permeated that studio space. It was a tangible thing to the three of us in there, something magical that we could no more ignore than we could the floor beneath our feet. After, Nancy and Morgan both commented that it had felt special, but neither had felt what Dillon, Momo, and I did. Heather felt it, I was sure. For when we stepped out of the recording booth to take a break after that first half-hour, I caught a flash of intense jealousy on her face when she looked at Momo, but it faded in an instant, replaced by the same awe the three of us felt. My daughter came over and folded me in her arms, hugging me close and whispering in my ear.

“Momma, I never knew you were so good… I’m so sorry… That was amazing, I love you so much, and I’m so proud of you!”

Her words brought tears to my eyes, and soon I was sobbing into her shoulder, and behind me, I could hear Momo crying into someone else's. The floodgates were opened, and emotions poured forth from us. It was the opposite reaction from what I’d expected. Something about the magical musical experience we’d both had, unlocked powerful emotions within us that came flooding out.

Ten minutes later, I was sitting on the couch with Heather sipping a small paper cup of cold water as she stroked my hair and held my hand. Finally, back to myself, I was ready to head back into the studio with Momo and an enthusiastic Dillon. The next session lasted 45 minutes before Momo and I were overcome with emotions and had to take a break to laugh, cry, and hold one another.

This process played itself out all afternoon and into the late evening as we recorded song after song. Dillon made up songs on the spot, coaching Momo and me throughout parts. The girl required very little instruction, her talent, and education, making it easier for her to join in with him, but over time I grew efficacious at it as well. The band was really coming together in that studio. As Momo and I became used to being the conduit to such breathtaking sounds, our jam sessions lasted longer and longer.

Our audience never grew tired of listening to us play, much to my surprise. Morgan, Heather, Nancy, and Jen had forced Matt out after that first thirty-minute session. Saying he’d stayed longer than the agreed-upon time and had gotten more than he asked for. Morgan sat at the mixing table, adjusting pitch and controls. At the same time, Jen made sure everything recorded properly. Nancy and Heather spent long hours in conversation when they weren’t spellbound by the music we were creating.

By the time we finished for the evening, I was exhausted. So tired that I didn’t want to drive myself home and had Heather take the wheel. The girl and her friend were in a frenzy, although they tried to hide it from me. Both had been unable to meet Dillon’s eyes after hearing hours of him playing, and there were noticeable wet spots at the crotches of their short shorts that Nancy and I pretended not to see.

We practically flew home, Heather driving a touch faster than I was comfortable with. When we got home, she and Jen threw themselves in her room, locking Momo out, and from the whimpers of pleasure, both were engaged in something wicked together. Dillon's music started up, and Momo and I could no longer hear the bed hinges squeaking.

The slender Japanese girl crawled into bed with me, and we held one another, too tired to even attempt to assuage our own lust. Our smiles of bliss couldn’t match the joy and love in our hearts. I thought playing in that studio would be the most fabulous time of my life, but I had yet to experience the wonder and terror of a live performance. In four days, I would get to discover just how great or terrible we were.
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I woke in a different world than the one I’d fallen asleep in. It took an hour or so for me to realize it, doing twenty minutes of yoga, then hopping in the shower as Momo woke slowly. It wasn’t until I unplugged my phone from the charger that I saw the screen full of messages and notifications.

Scrolling through, I saw messages from friends I hadn’t spoken to in years. At first, I didn’t know what was going on, and then I began to read them, and everything started to become apparent. All of the messages were about the video on YouTube and Instagram. Most were congratulatory, but several were quite direct and adamant that they meet up so I could tell them more about the handsome young singer and guitar player.

The clearest example of that was my mother, the queen of polite society who’d only recently learned what text messaging was and had refused to use it. After three missed calls after midnight, she had started sending me messages.

00:17 Mom: Linda at the club told me about the video Heather posted of you and two kids playing music. Call me!

00:34 Mom: Who is the young man? He reminds me of a young Paul Newman! Hot!

00:57 Mom: Call me. I listened to the song… Oh, Amanda… I had no idea you were so talented! I must meet that young man! CALL ME

01:04 Mom: CALL ME. AMANDA?!

02:11 Mom: I can’t stop listening to it… it’s a miracle. I love you.

Shaking Momo’s foot, I woke the girl and couldn’t help but grin at her wild mane of jet black hair and the glower she directed at me for waking her so early.

“You might want to get up,” I motioned down at my phone, “Everyone seems to know about the video Heather and Jen posted.”

“Meh,” the tiny Japanese girl said as she rolled into the comforter and burrowed deeper in, “It always happens that way. Boom, you’re viral. Just don’t make any new friends or let any old ones back into your life….” She yawned loudly, and twisted in the blankets, stretching, “... and you’ll be fine. Better check on Dillon though,” she yawned again and rolled over, “He’s probably going to freak out when every girl he went to school with slides into his DM’s asking to bone.”

“Oh dear,” I said with a frown of worry, “Do you think that would happen?” The moment the words were out of my mouth, I knew they were madness, “Of course it will. What am I thinking?! I need to talk to Nancy.”

“Hnmg hmmm nghhmmmm,” Momo mumbled something, but soon snores drowned out the words if they ever had been, and I threw on some yoga pants and a shirt and ran downstairs.

Heather and Jen were still asleep, but I found Morgan in the living room reading the news on her iPad. She glanced over when I ran down, frantic and came over to see what had me in such a tizzy. When I told her, she reassured me there was less to worry about than I feared.

“All of that is going to happen, but Dillon’s a good kid, he’ll see the charlatans and the grifters, and when he doesn’t, he’ll have you and Nancy to warn him. As for the little minxes that want to crawl into his bed… that’s what our other plan is for. We just have to make sure our star has everything he could ever want, and why would he ever need to stray with some wild chicken-head?”

“I hope you’re right,” I said, “I worry about him. He’s such a sweet and gentle boy, the last thing I would want is for anything to ruin that.”

There was a creak on the stairs, and I looked over my shoulder in time to see a lock of golden hair swing down the hall. I knew my daughter well enough to know the place she used to always sneak off to when she would stay up past her bedtime and eavesdrop on the adults talking.

“In the beginning, I worried about the sin and excess of it,” I said, “But the more I’ve come to know him and each of you, the more beautiful it feels.”

“I agree,” Morgan said. “When I got into this business, it was because I loved musicians, bands, and live shows more than anything. But it’s a dark business sometimes, and there were things I was never willing to do…” her dark expression broke into a grin, and she blushed when glancing up at me, “Well, that is before I met you and Dillon. Now… all the things the girls who taught me this business said are starting to make sense… You ever hear of Duzilla and her Girls?”

“No,” I said with a frown, “were they a band?”

“You could say that,” Morgan said with a little chuckle, “they were a band alright but not of musicians. They were… groupies? You could call them that I guess, but it wasn’t the musicians they were obsessed with, but the music itself. You see, Duzilla is a legend in the industry, but also a secret. She and her girls gave birth to a golden age of music. They inspired some of the best art of two generations and might have carried on had they not retired to the south of France.”

“How?” I asked, absorbed in her story.

“Men are simple creatures,” she said with a wave of one hand, “Once they have a full belly, all of their thoughts are focused on their cocks. If you can tap into the heart of a man’s very being, there you would find his most secret desires. Once you hold those, you can fuel the fires of both their passion, but also their creative drive.”

“I need to know more,” I said, reaching out and gripping her hands, “So long as there’s no hurt to Dillon, and it helps him and his career… I’m willing to do anything.”

“Are you sure?” Morgan asked with a raised eyebrow, “many men can have quite… taboo fetishes.”

“I’m willing to do anything.” Morgan nodded slowly back at me with a slowly growing smile. I saw her eyes flicker over my shoulder and forced myself to stillness, nearly looking over and giving away the game.

“So,” I said, sitting up with a casualness I didn’t feel at all, “How was your evening?”

It was my turn to raise an eyebrow at the former model, but to her credit, she just reclined in her chair and smiled in fond remembrance. Whether she was testing me or not, I couldn’t tell, but I surprised myself at my genuine eagerness to hear about it.

“Did you know your daughter was bi-sexual?” She asked instead of answering my question.

“No,” I said frankly. “I know she dated in high school, but I haven’t seen her with a boy since prom. I kind of thought she might be a lesbian.” This time I couldn’t help but turn and look when I heard a sound down the hall, but Heather was better than that, and I saw nothing, “Especially with how close she and Jen are. Not that it would bother me either way.”

“I can tell you she and Jen are very close and also quite skilled,” I frowned at her, and she cackled in laughter. “You said anything, remember,” she winked at me, causing a faint blush to suffuse my cheeks, “She’s very much interested in men though. That Dillon especially. She and Jen pestered me all night for details about you and his… relationship.”

“Dillon doesn’t think she’s interested in him at all,” I said with a chuckle, “If she is, she has a bad way of showing it.”

“Give the girl a break,” Morgan said, pulling up her email on the iPad, “She’s never had to flirt with a boy before, and her heads all twisted up from his music. You know how it is, poor girls, going on day six without even a kiss… tragic.”

“I wanted to bring up a concern I had,” I could practically feel the person on the other side of the walls frustration as I changed subjects. “Won’t Dillon playing in a church give people the wrong impression of what his music is? It’s a bit more hard rock than anything you might hear in a church.”

“That’s the best part,” Morgan, said grinning and scrolling through her emails before she pulled one up. “Our people crunched the numbers, and it doesn’t brand him in any way, other than giving up some of his time. Most of the YouTube comments are either about how insanely good he is, or how he must have been forced into the gig by a family member or friend.”

“Oh,” I said, ducking my head. I seemed to remember it was me who had gotten him to play in the church. “Well, that’s good then.”

“Speaking of Heather, she and Jen are going to be busy this week. I already have requests coming in for radio spots and morning shows. They’re playing it like you guys went viral. Well, Dillon, really. Although you and Momo both seem to be getting strong followings online. I’m not sure how this is going to go over with the girl’s cosplay fanbase, but Heather says to leave it to her to deal with and I have to agree. One question I wanted to ask you, can you go over these costume ideas, the team in LA came up with? We’re sticking with the cosplay, sexy MILF and cutesy girl theme, it seems to be doing well.”

“Hmm,” I took her iPad and scrolled through a series of mock-up outfits pointing out what I liked and what I thought Dillon would, “You should double-check with Momo, I think she has a better sense for this stuff than I would. But I do know he hates these booty shorts and halter-top looks. He said they look too slutty to be sexy or desirable.” There was a thump on the side of the wall, and this time the groan of pain was unmistakable, but I went right on speaking as if I heard nothing, “he likes dresses or anything with a skirt. It makes no sense to me, but a skirt short enough to sneak a peek at a woman panties seems just as slutty as a pair of shorts that do the same, but there you go.”

“Excellent,” Morgan said, making a note after I handed her back the iPad, “You and Nancy are busy today? Something with a doctor? But then you three will have band practice tonight, right?”

“Yea, we should be back by then. Dr. Lansing’s tests shouldn’t take that long.”

“You’re going to do that today? I’m curious about the results.”

“Did you still want Nancy, Dillon, Momo, and me to come to LA next week to meet with Adeline?”

“Yes, and I think it would be a good idea if Jen and Heather came as well. It will give the whole team a chance to see the operation we have supporting Dillon and how much we believe in him and you guys. I wanted to talk about the set list for Friday’s show.”

After that, the two of us got to work piecing through the songs we’d recorded the day before and trying to put together a list for the concert. Of my eavesdropper, I heard nothing else, but ten minutes later, the upstairs shower turned on, and I heard Heather’s voice singing one of Dillon’s songs under the hot steamy waters.
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I’d been planning on going into work and giving my notice that morning. Instead, I had three voicemail messages from my boss telling me not to bother coming in, Nancy had spoken with her already. The human resource manager is a tough old woman, but Nancy has a way about her, and I was grateful she’d handled it for me.

Momo and Jen were just getting up around eight when Nancy stopped by to pick me up. The woman was dressed in tight workout pants and a sports bra with a tiny loose shirt above it. When I told her about the video going viral, she wasn’t surprised but hadn’t realized it had gotten as big as it had.

“Several friends from the club shared it with me, asking if the hot woman in the back was you,” Nancy laughed, “every damn one of them was jealous of you, and then me when I said I was the kid's agent.”

“Did they like the music? Or just the sexy young man playing it?”

“Oh, they loved the music,” she said with an excited grin, “wouldn’t let me go until I promised each one a copy of the recording we made yesterday.”

“You’ll never believe the messages I got from my mom,” I said with a laugh pulling up my phone, “She had just about the same reaction as your friends.”

“Really? I remembered your mom from Christmas last year. She’s an… impressive woman.”

“She can be a right bitch sometimes,” I said with a laugh, “but she’s the finest woman I know. Heather takes more after her in that way than I do.”

“Now that you mention it, they do look alike,” Nancy said musingly, “almost like mother and daughter wince she’s still so young. And you said she was taken with our Dillon too?”

“Nancy,” I said warningly, seeing where the woman’s perverted mind was going, “I’d get that thought out of your head. Mom hasn’t been on a date or even looked twice at a man since my Pa died.”

“And if she was interested?” She smiled at me slyly, and I felt a wave of anxiety when I sensed she wasn’t joking.

“Nancy!” I said, feeling my cheeks heat.

“You and I are good enough for our rock star, but your mother isn’t?”

“You know that’s not what I mean,” I said, not even sure myself what I meant. The idea was in my head now and I couldn’t seem to make it go away, and as wicked and wild as it is, it worried me how little I was turned off by it. “Besides, my mom’s always called Rock & Roll the devil's music. I can’t see her being…”

I trailed off as I looked down at my phone flash with a message from my mom at that moment.

Mom: Amanda, I need to meet that young man. I had the strangest dreams…

“Jesus Christ,” I said with a laugh and read the message out loud to Nancy.

“I’ve had this idea kicking around in my head for a few days now, but I had no idea how I might make it come true for Dillon. You and your gorgeous mom just might be the answer to my prayers.”

“You can’t mean,” I said, shaking my head, “Nancy!”

She was pulling into Dillon’s driveway, and once she’d put it in park, turned a raised eyebrow on me. It was all she had to do, and I felt my face heat to a bright red, and I sat back in the seat. Dillon came out of the house, and Nancy opened her door.

“I’m going to ride in the back with our stud, while you think about the nature of hypocrisy and maybe other wicked things,” flashing me a wink and a grin she hopped out of the car. Her cute little ass wiggling as she ran around to throw her arms around Dillon’s neck, kissing him soundly.

The pair climbed in the back. Dillon, and Nancy chatting about their evenings and mornings, while I shifted into the driver's seat and pulled out of his driveway. I must say driving Nancy’s fancy car was a treat but having such wicked thoughts dancing around in my head while I drove north, was quite distracting.

Once I was on the freeway, I was treated to an even greater distraction in the rearview mirror. Nancy sat pressed up against Dillon’s side as they talked, her hand running up and down his thigh while the other played with a lock of his hair. It only took a few minutes for the young man to fall under the spell of her charms.

Her tiny sexy body, on display and pressed along his side, was soon laying across the backseat as she dragged his massive cock free of his blue jeans. Grinning like a kid with a Popsicle, she licked her lips and ran her tongue up the side and down the bottom, staring up at the handsome young man with wicked eyes.

I kept my eyes on the road most of the time but caught Dillon’s eyes several times in the mirror, his expression, one of pleasure and awe. It was beautiful to see, but I still felt a touch of envy that Nancy had the boy’s glorious cock all to herself. She took her time, edging him along as I drove to Kelly’s place. By the time I pulled off the freeway, she was on her knees on the seat, bent over his massive cock, both hands working the shaft as she sucked his soul out of him.

Dillon guided the woman’s head, fingers laced through her silky dark hair as he unloaded into her mouth. The look of absolute bliss on his face added to the wickedness of Nancy doing the deed in public where anyone might peer through the tinted windows, nearly made me cum.

It was a sweaty and breathless three who pulling into the parking lot outside of a small office park. Nancy took a few moments to straighten her clothes and hair, while Dillon gathered up his guitar. It was all I could do not to leap upon the young man in the backseat and take him there.

It took a few moments to find the office, but once Dillon spotted the tall sign pointing to various doctors’ offices, we tracked it down on the second floor. As we approached, the door swung inwards, and the bubbly Dr. Kelly Lansing ran out to throw her arms around first me, then Nancy and then Dillon. Her curly red hair bouncing and her breathless voice chattering a mile a minute.

“We saw you drive up, and we’re so excited! Was the drive, ok? I know it is a long one, but the rent is just so cheap out here, and the other offices are so helpful. Did you want some coffee or water? No? Charlotte, I mean Dr. Hurley, has everything set up in here. She’s going to be the control subject as she hasn’t heard Dillon play live before. We did warn the neighboring office they might hear some music, but I think everything should be ok, they’re a podiatrist’s office anyway, not like they’re performing open-heart surgery or anything.”

The woman kept right on talking, a sign of her nervousness as we entered the small but neatly appointed lab and office. The space had several bulky systems set on tables and a large hood for storing chemicals. The office space had two desks, one was a mess and clearly Kelly’s, while the other was very neatly arranged.

It took a few seconds to notice the other woman, for she was such a slender creature and stood with hunched shoulders, shy and withdrawn. When Kelly introduced her to Dillon and us, she held out a dainty hand to Dillon and shook his with a weak wristed grip. She was lovely, with pale skin, deep red, bee-stung lips, and an adorable button nose. Not to mention her large green eyes that seemed to have flecks of gold in them, giving her an almost otherworldly feel with her wild mane of black hair.

“It is a pleasure to meet you, Dillon,” she said, ducking her head and unable to meet his eyes.

“Thank you,” Dillon said, “where should I set up?”

The woman was much more relaxed once she started to direct Dillon on where he was to sit. Moving microphones and sensors around him, she set up her station, as Nancy and I visited with Kelly. We caught her up on the highlights of the past couple of days and told her about the concert coming up on Friday.

“That’s so exciting!” She said, “You have to get Char and me tickets. I know she’s uncomfortable around crowds, but I think after today, she won’t want to miss it.”

“Do you have a hypothesis you’re testing today?” Nancy asked.

“Yes,” Kelly said with an excited grin, “it’s Charlotte's theory, and she isn’t comfortable sharing it until we have some solid data to back it up. That’s what we’re trying to gather today. It might be some time before we can properly analyze it, I just want to warn you. But if my suspicions are correct, we’ll see the evidence of its effect today.”

“What effect?” I asked, feeling a touch of worry.

“Here, Charlotte is setting herself up on the EEG system now. We can watch the readouts.”

“Ok, Dr. Lansing,” Charlotte said, “I think we should begin. Best to start before any more interactions corrupt the data set.”

“Excellent,” Kelly said, striding over to a monitor bank and moving down them, ensuring that things were recording, and settings were all input properly. “Things look good to begin. Dillon, if you would be so kind as to play that first song of yours for us and try to focus your attention on Dr. Hurley.”
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Nancy and I both took seats on a small black leather couch and watched while Dillon tuned his guitar and settled himself on the little stool they’d provided. The whole scene was surreal. Dr. Lansing stared at a monitor as if it held the cure to cancer, while Dr. Hurley sat in a low chair before a teenager with a guitar, her head covered in a helmet of electrodes and cables that stretched across to the computer bank.

Popping his head side to side and stretching his neck, Dillon flexed the fingers of his right hand. When he settled back on the stool, before he’d even played a single note, I could see the change come over Charlotte. Her shoulders relaxed, head tilted back, lips parting, and pupils dilating as she took in the commanding figure of Dillon. Kelly’s head tilted, and a small frown tugged at her lips. Then Dillon began to play, and I lost interest in their science, or how powerfully or not his music might affect the quiet little woman.

As ever the notes carried me away into a world of his making. Seconds later, I found Nancy’s hand in mine, and soon after that, she was pressed to my side as we gripped one another tightly. I ached to play with him, my fingers seeking out keys that weren’t there, but it was enough to listen, it’s always enough.

When he finished the song, the last notes lingering in the air, Charlotte sat like a woman who’d been struck between the eyes with a rock. Her expression was stunned, hands gripping the armrest and knees trembling. She couldn’t seem to tear her eyes away from the young man sitting before her, and neither could he from her. His pale blue eyes bore into her green ones with an intensity I’d seen a handful of times now.

“Char, you need to fill out the questionnaire,” Kelly said, her voice sounding strained as she handed over a clipboard, “before we… do any more testing. Dillon, you’ve gotten even better from when I heard you in the store. Jesus, dude, you’re fucking incredible! These readings I’m seeing are pretty amazing as well.”

“We should do round two,” Dr. Hurley said, her hand furiously filling out the questionnaire with tiny cursive script. Her expression was tense, and I saw a touch of hesitancy around her eyes, fear of rejection, unless I missed my guess.

“Are you sure?” Kelly asked, her expression excited as she punched in a series of commands into the terminal.

“Round two?” Dillon asked.

“It’s a theory I have,” Dr. Kelly Lansing said as she rearranged the cords of her friends EEG sensors to clear a path between the two, “You see the first time someone, well certain someones, hear you live and in-person, their mind is put into a certain state. Only after the loop is closed and communal integration is completed can the full cycle be completed and the individual healed.”

“Healed?” I asked.

“It’s our theory,” breathed Charlotte, her high thin voice breathless as she stared up at Dillon with open desire, “That you have the power to create culture and community just from the vibrations of your special voice, and perhaps your fingers on those cords.”

“How is that possible?” Nancy asked.

“Humans, as we know them today, are a young species,” Kelly said, the valley girl tone she usually had gone as she took on a lecturing tone that Nancy and I were familiar with from the office, “Only about one hundred thousand years old. The earliest cultures up until about three thousand years ago were all built around food and music. Memory was passed down by song, friendships, and love. Everything was celebrated with music, and it worked its way into our DNA. Something has been lost over time. Some primordial power ancient shamans may have had, something that was needed to make a widespread people feel like one.

“In this new internet age, it would make sense that old talents would manifest again. Humans are always seeking a way to forge bonds and make peace. What better way than through music? Something that already unites us across borders and races?”

“I’m not sure if it makes sense,” Dillon said with a frown.

“Then let us prove it,” Charlotte said, her hands gripping her slender thighs.

The woman staring up at Dillon with such intensity, was nothing like the woman who we’d first met, not twenty minutes before. She had she’d her shyness and the hunch-shouldered inwardness that seemed to have been a way of life for her. Now she sat forward, shoulders straight and claiming her slender frame with a confidence and surety that made me proud to see.

Dillon noticed the change too and looked to Kelly with a raised eyebrow. The red-headed doctor nodded to him and gave a lascivious wink that made the young man chuckle. Turning back to the tiny brunette doctor, he regarded her eager face for several long moments then turned to look at Nancy and me.

“Complete their test, dear,” Nancy said, scissoring a leg across mine and leaning into me, “but know that whatever they find, it won’t change how we feel.”

“Never,” I said, drawing his eyes to mine, “I’ve never been more happy, proud or in love and I’d change nothing. No matter what their tests say.”

“Ditto,” Kelly said, pulling his gaze back to her, “but that’s just the point, Dillon. I believe you are… therapeutic.”

“I feel it, you know,” Dillon said softly, turning back to Dr. Hurley and setting down his guitar. The woman looked up at him with a slowly dropping jaw, her expression one of breathless desire and awe. “It’s like a tug inside… I feel certain people pulled in… some more than others. You’re one of those, aren’t you Charlotte?”

“I… I don’t know,” the woman said, reaching up and pressing a hand to one cheek, suddenly unsure or shy again, as the handsome young man stood before her. Behind them, Dr. Lansing turned her head back and forth. One moment watching the scene unfold before her and the next reading the readouts on her system with wide eyes.

“But you will… soon… won’t you?” Dillon said, his eyes seeming to burn, even under the harsh fluorescence of the offices ceiling lights.

“I… please,” the woman said, reaching out a weak hand.

Charlotte was easily eight years the young man’s senior, but she was like a trembling leaf before the gale-force of Dillon’s need. Her lips crushing against his.

It was almost like the scene out of a sci-fi movie, with the heavy cables extending from Charlotte's head back to the computers. Knee cocked back, her ankle lifted, and slender foot pointed up, moans escaping her throat as she succumbed to passion.

Nancy and I were once more witnesses to a woman falling victim to Dillon’s genius and commanding presence. The boy gripped the older doctor tight, his hands cupping her tiny little ass and slipping under the white lab coat to caress her back and waist. Growling in desire, he bent forward, catching himself on the chair and pressing Charlotte beneath himself.

The woman spread her slender legs wide, ankles akimbo as she shucked her own panties to the side and fished Dillon’s cock out of his pants. She gasped as her fingers encircled the girthy tool and grinned with eager delight as she lined the fat head up with her weeping sex. Still clothed, her legs spread wide, ankles high, Dillon took her right there on the chair.

“Oh fuck,” Dr. Hurley whispered, “you gorgeous boy, I need you so bad,” reaching up and pulling his face to hers, she kissed him passionately, and pulled on his back and hips, drawing him within her hot depths, “Oh goooodddd!!!! Mhmmm, it’s… been too long… I need it, baby… I need it so bad! Oh, Dillon!”

Her moans and their wet kisses filled the small lab, along with the wet slapping sounds of Dillon’s hips hammering down into the tiny woman’s. Nancy and I clung to one another, our hands slipping down into each other’s panties and teasing and touching while we watched the gorgeous young man take the woman like she was his whore.

The shock on Kelly’s face was amusing to see. The woman had clearly expected something like this to happen, but to see her shy and awkward friend so quickly engage in such a public act was wild to see. From the way she stared, I could tell that she wasn’t going to be content with just witnessing the experiment take place.

With shaky hands, she set the system to run in automation and leaped to her feet, hitting the light switch, she plunged the office into the dim light and stood, drawing her lab coat off. Charlotte was shivering, her body locked up in orgasm as Dillon relentlessly hammered his massive cock into her tiny pussy and was relieved of the ceaseless pleasure by her friend crawling between them.

Sliding her thighs over the armrest, Kelly took her friends limp head and pulled her into a passionate kiss just as Dillon pulled his slick cock out of the tiny brunette’s pussy and slid it into the red head’s. Dr. Lansing had lined her sex up just atop her friends, and Dillon took them both in turn. The women making out, their pleasures climbing together as they rubbed against one another. Hot, sweaty, and pressing in close, Nancy and I came moments before the three of them crested together.

Dr. Lansing, finding a bit of clear-headed thinking, slid off her friend just as Dillon announced he was about to cum and after two quick strokes and a quick suck on the head, she pressed him into her moaning friend’s sex. Tugging and dragging her nails down his balls as the rock star filled the MILF doctor’s womb with a massive load of cum.

“That… oh my god… you’re both incredible,” Dillon panted as he staggered up to his feet.

Charlotte slithered out of the chair and leaped into the young man's arms. Purring in pleasure as she wrapped her arms around his neck—the cords pulling straight as she kissed him soundly.

“No. Mhmm… you are a marvelous young man,” reaching up to undo the helmet of sensors, she set them aside and stretched, grinning wide and shifting her dress in place. “I feel absolutely incredible… is this normal?”

“Yes,” Nancy said at the same time I nodded.

“Each time,” I said, “It’s like you’re reborn. Free of the anxieties and fears that build up over time.”

“Yea,” Charlotte said, nodding, “it is a bit like that.”

She reached up and patted Dillon’s cheek fondly and pulled her lab coat straight, and moved over to the monitors. The woman didn’t seem aware of the change that had come over her, but Nancy, Kelly and I were. They were subtle but stark. No longer was she fidgeting in awkward anxiety, nor were her shoulders stooped and bowed. She stood straight-backed, and with a quiet strength that seemed more her than the other side they’d seen earlier.

Dillon stepped out to clean up in the restroom while the doctors reviewed their data, and Nancy and I got ready to go.

“These readings are fascinating… fascinating!” Kelly climbed to her feet slowly and joined Dr. Lansing at the monitor, “You see this Kelly? I think this chart proves your hypothesis.”

“We’ll need to weigh the data properly,” Kelly said with a grin, “but it does look promising.”

“What is it, doctor?” I asked a touch of concern in my voice.

“Nothing to worry about,” Kelly said quickly, “really, just the opposite, in fact. We can’t say until we really dig into these results and process them properly, but we should have something in a couple of days. In the meantime, I think it’s safe to say there is nothing wrong with you.”

“No,” Charlotte said, reaching over and gripping his hand and giving him a quick grin, “We might be on the verge of a remarkable discovery, and it’s all thanks to you. No, it’s all because of you.”

“Is it safe?” I asked, pausing to find the right words. “My daughter’s been listening to his music for about a week now. Several times live… do you think she’s… safe?”

“Like I said,” Charlotte said with a small frown, “I hesitate to give definitive results this early and with so little data, but everything I’ve seen thus far would point to her being healthier mentally now than she was before. Although not as trauma and disorder free as she could be unless she’s completed the union with our young guru.”

“She hasn’t,” I said, sharing a look with Nancy.

“I can’t believe we’re talking about this,” Charlotte said, “but I guess after the experience I just had, I’m open to a lot more in this world this afternoon than I was this morning. But I would ask yourself, would you keep that experience from any woman? Especially one you care about?”

“It will happen when it happens,” Nancy said, “but you’re right it better happen soon.”

Just then, the door opened, and Dillon stepped back in. Apparently, the office next door had heard a bit of his music, and several women had been lounging around in the hall eager to see who stepped out of the small lab. They’d pounced when he’d tried to get to the bathroom, and he’d been forced to retreat to the safety of the white walls.
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We had band practice to get to and made our goodbyes. Dillon was forced to spend several minutes making out with both doctors, Charlotte, in particular, taking special delight in her lack of anxiety at the P.D.A. Once the boy was out of their sight, the two part-time scientists started digging into the data, lost to the rest of the world as they sought answers to abstract questions.

When I stepped into the hall, a half dozen plump women were hovering nearby. One look at me, and I saw their faces sour, one look at Nancy and her fierce glower, and they scattered without a word needing to be said. Dillon smiled in gratitude and popped into the bathroom for a minute before we were back on the road. This time it was my turn to join my handsome musician in the backseat. The thrill of being on the road and moving while I lavished love upon that glorious cock and his fingers probing my depths, had me over the moon twice before we pulled into his driveway. I took a moment to compose myself and sigh in pleasure as Dillon dragged me into a warm embrace.

“That was fucking amazing,” he whispered in my ear, “you’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen,” his kisses on my neck were making me eager for a third orgasm, even as I saw Jen and Momo step out of the barn and wave to Nancy in the driver seat. “God I want you so bad… every time I see you, Amanda. I love you.”

I gasped and kissed him, grinning and whispered back, “I love you too, now let’s go make some beautiful music together.”

“Ok,” he grinned and drew a yelp of surprise out of me when he gave me a stinging slap on the ass.

The slap did nothing to calm my desire, and I could feel the flush on my cheeks and seemed unable to control my heavy breathing as we entered the barn. Heather was inside setting up cameras around the space. Several were in artful positions getting shots through hanging tack or the slats of stalls.

“I thought we could”, Heather began when we came in, the words dying on her tongue when she looked at Dillon; the boy flushed and looked away, his lips compressing in a sour line, and I saw Heather's face fall, but she went on quickly almost as if she’d never paused, “get some footage for a music video. Nothing too fancy, but most bands have one video comprised of rehearsal footage. It doesn’t hurt to start gathering stuff now.”

“I think it’s a great idea,” Nancy said, “Dill?”

“It’s a good idea,” he said, nodding after a moment, “I’m just so uncomfortable when someone is filming me.”

“It showed in the last one,” Jen said. “It worked out for us. You came off as having to do a chore, which kind of fit. Even when you’re uncomfortable, you still have a certain chemistry with the lens… it isn’t something that can be taught.”

“She’s right,” Heather said, “it really is a gift. I saw it straight off when my mom sent me that first video. You have a natural talent, but you haven’t learned how to harness it yet. If you let me and Jen work with you on it, you’ll be more comfortable in front of the camera, and you’ll start to find the key to your special talent and learn to turn it on or off when you need it.”

“You’re serious?” Dillon asked, and I held my breath, knowing this was a critical moment. Nancy shifted, and I feared she might speak, but she was staring just as intently as me at the two kids.

“Dude,” Heather said, “I wouldn’t be here if I wasn’t. You think I need to ride the coattails of someone because they have a record deal?” She put a hand on one hip and shifted her shoulders ever so slightly, standing in a pose that made her flawless figure unavoidable, “Jen and I are here, taking time away from school because we see how talented and amazing you are just like my mom and Nancy.”

There was a touch of heat in her voice, and I saw Dillon’s pupils dilate quickly as he reassessed her and finally nodded, offering a shy smile.

“Thanks,” he said, “Ok, if you think it will help, I’ll do whatever you and Jen say.”

“Excellent,” Heather said, and I caught the faintest hint of a blush in her cheeks when she and Jen caught each other’s eyes, the smaller girl grinning wide, “Mom and Momo, let’s have you get in position and then we can start from there.”

After the initial setup, the girls were unobtrusive, hanging in the back and moving around to get tracking shots or panning around the room. Mostly they were spellbound and listening. If I weren’t playing, I would have been doing the same thing. The minutes flew past, and so did the hours. Before we knew it, it was past midnight, and sleep called to us all.

I drove the girls home and left Nancy with Dillon. Heather and Jen both threw pensive looks back at the farmhouse as I drove down the driveway. Momo and I were filled with excitement and energy after the session, and though our eyelids dragged, we stayed up for an hour talking about the session. The girl had a couple of ideas for songs, and I was pressuring her to play them for Dillon when Heather stepped out of the hall, her eyes red-rimmed and lips trembling.

Reaching out, I patted Momo’s knee and offered the girl a warm smile.

“I’m sorry, dear, but my daughter and I need to speak.”

The girl didn’t hesitate, smiling in understanding, she pulled me into a warm hug and got up and did the same for Heather, whispering something into the taller girl’s ear that made her lips quirk into a weak smile, then she was gone, up to my daughter's room to join Jen. I patted the cushion beside me on the couch, and Heather sat down, hands held together between her knees before she turned baleful eyes on me.

“Why am I not good enough for him Mom?” The words broke, and tears streamed down her cheeks

“Oh, honey,” I said reaching out and drawing her into a hug, she resisted at first, then crumpled into me, sobbing into my chest, “Of course you’re good enough for him. Don’t be silly. You two are just… well you’re both on different wavelengths it seems.” Gripping her head, I pulled it out of my chest and up so I could look into her eyes, “He cares about you. He thinks you’re beautiful. But before today, he thought you hated him,” she opened her mouth to speak, but I overrode her, “Eh, I know, I know. But we all have our truth. You did well today. I’m so proud of you.”

“Oh Mom,” her face crumpled again, “but what if he hates me when he gets to know me? No one ever loves me… they lust after me… envy me, but never get to know me.”

“Honey,” I said, shaking my head, “You can’t expect that to happen in a day or even a week. That’s the work of months or years. Getting to know someone is hard and has all manner of challenges, but you should know, this will be even harder.”

“What because he loves my mom and fucks her every day?”

The raw words made me sit up straight and hit like a slap in the face, but they were the bald truth. I held her gaze and didn’t back down from it, and Heather’s grin went from wry, self-hate to genuine amusement.

“It’s true… I mean, I knew… but I didn’t really know, you know? Jesus… Mom, he’s half your age!”

“He could be twice my age,” I said with a shrug, “It wouldn’t matter. I’ve found my place and won’t make apologies for it, even to you.”

Heather sat back and wiped the tears from her cheeks and took me in for a long moment then smiled.

“You’re more like a grandma than you think,” she chuckled.

“Oh god… Mom,” I said with a heavy shake of my head, “I forgot to call her. Someone shared the video with her.”

“I know,” Heather said, a dark blush in her cheeks, “it was me. She called me today, and we talked about it. She wants to meet Dillon, and I said I’d introduce them once I…”

I looked at my daughter for a long moment as her words trailed off and slowly raised my eyebrow. The deep blush spread down her neck, but she sat up straight and proud, refusing to bow before my gaze, and finally, I nodded.

“So be it. Your grandmother had always said no man is ever good enough. What do you think she’ll say after she hears Dillon play guitar and sing?”

“Fuck, me?” Heather said, causing both of us to burst out laughing before we quieted ourselves, not wanting to wake the girls upstairs.

“Dear heavens, what’s going to become of us,” I said after wiping away the tears of laughter.

“I think we’re going to be just fine,” Heather said, hugging me close with one arm, “No matter what Mom, I just want you to know how proud I am of you. You started all of this, and you really are amazing on stage with Dillon and Momo. You guys are the jam.”

“That’s it!” I said, leaping to my feet.

Her words had sparked off the thought in my mind, like wildfire, it took hold and wouldn’t let go. Dragging Heather up to her feet, I started pulling her upstairs.

“That’s what?” Heather squawked in annoyance as I dragged her, “What are you doing, let go of me.”

“Momo!” I called, ignoring Heather as I pulled her into her own room and woke the two girls cuddled together in the frilly comforter, “The Jams.”

That’s all I said to the sleepy little girl, and her face brightened immediately, and she nodded, hopping out of bed and gripping my hand.

“The Jams! That’s a good name!”

“Heather came up with it,” I said, grinning. “We have to tell Dillon first thing tomorrow morning. If he likes it, then I think it is perfect.”

“It’s brilliant, Heather!” Momo said, throwing her thin arms around the taller girl.

I left the three to talk excitedly and crawled into bed, heavy lids falling closed almost immediately. Not before I offered a prayer up in thanks for all the grace I’d been given over the last week, the beautiful friendships I’d made, and the closeness with my girl I was only just beginning to experience. My dreams were wicked but also colored with soft pinks, the color of love.
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Needless to say, Dillon loved the band name when we told him the next morning. He was surprised and elated that it was Heather who came up with it. The two of them started to get along, awkwardly at first but with growing facility after our conversations.

Those next three days were a whirlwind of activity. If we weren’t having band practice and working on perfecting each song, then we were wrapped up in some other event tied in with the band. After that first day, Nancy started getting requests for media appearances on morning radio shows and the like. Heather and Jen went through all the demands and decided which to do and which not to.

By the time they’d made up a schedule, Dillon’s mornings were booked for the next week straight with morning radio and calling appearance for morning TV shows. Dillon was nervous for everyone, but Heather was there coaching him through the questions and making sure he didn’t say or do anything terrible.

There was a bit of a scramble that Tuesday to find people willing to help out on Dillon’s farm, but my friend who owned a nursery in town was amenable. Her girls are obsessed with organic farming and sustainable living. My friend had been going crazy because the girls kept trying to take over part of her lands for their farming projects, but flowers sell better than fruits.

The girls were a sweet pair of hippies. The scent of ganja wafted off them continuously, and when we had our first band practice with the girls there, I caught Momo and the pair behind the barn, sucking on a doobie. Dillon wasn’t a partaker, and I only dabble here and there, but Momo loves the stuff and is always far happier when we play if she can have a puff or two beforehand.

The pair of pretty blonde sisters might have jumped Dillon’s bone during their morning and afternoon workings on the farm, but Heather happened to be there with me when we brought them over for the first time. My gorgeous golden-haired girl had intimidated the pair so much that they spent the rest of that first week ducking away whenever she came over to work with Dillon, and that was nearly all day every day, so the girls and Dillon didn’t see much of each other in the beginning.

Dillon approved of the work they were doing, and even grudgingly admitted they’d added something he hadn’t thought of, such as a catch basin for the drainage ditch, where they could test the ph levels of the water and run other processes. The animals loved the girls as well, and without the stress of his farm, Dillon became a lot more relaxed and engaged with the process.

That Tuesday, Momo played her song for Dillon, and he loved it, instantly jumping in with his guitar and making it twice as good. The girl had written the love songs lyrics for him to sing, but he insisted she accompanies him and sing a verse herself. The girl had a lovely voice, and the pair of them sounded terrific together.

The song was so good that Morgan and Nancy insisted we get more studio time and add it to the growing list of songs for The Jams first album. Matt stayed in for the session; the guy wasn’t that bad, just socially awkward and beset with chronic poor hygiene. He’d left after a couple of hours, leaving Nancy with the keys to lock up. I hate to say, but we left the poor man a mess to clean up. Nancy, Morgan, Momo, and I could stand only so much of Dillon’s dulcet tones and passionate eyes as he sang Momo’s song.

The opportunities for wickedness were few and far between, unfortunately. With so much going on, it was hard to find time to slip off with Dillon and scratch the itch his music awakened in us every day. I proved to have a knack for finding small opportunities for each woman or pairs of women to find themselves alone with Dillon.

Before I knew it, it was Thursday morning, and we were loading up my car with the equipment and getting ready to drive down to Austin. I’d arranged a hotel for us near the festival. Working last minute, I’d been hard-pressed to find enough vacancies for all of us, and we were going to have to double or triple up.

“Is everyone ready?” I asked, once we were all in our seats, “Double check you have everything?”

“Mom, we’re good,” Heather said with a touch of exasperation, “let’s get on the road, we don’t want to be late for checkin.”

“We have everything Amanda,” Dillon said reassuringly from the passenger seat.

I took heart from his smile, the butterflies dancing in my stomach as I pulled out of the driveway and got onto the route down south. A part of me felt like if we never left, then I wouldn’t have to go on stage. I was trying to ignore the upcoming show so hard that I was blind to my own anxiety.

Dillon took my hand in his and gripped it tightly, and I felt the tension leave my shoulders, and a genuine smile tugged at my lips. This was his opportunity, and there was no way I would fail him, and that thought gave me heart.

“Ok,” I said, “who’s in charge of the music?”

“Heather,” Jen, Momo, and Dillon all said at the same time, then laughed when they realized they’d all known who was really in charge.

“It’s not my fault I have good taste,” Heather said with a touch of defensiveness.

“It really isn’t,” Dillon said, and I caught the glance the two shared and saw my daughter glance away and grin in triumph when she thought no one was looking.

Nancy and Morgan had gone ahead in the morning to meet with the organizers and get all the details about the next day’s show and what they would need from us. Sound checks were in the early morning the next day, and we wanted to get there early and try to get some sleep in the hotel before getting to the venue.

When we arrived at the hotel, one of Morgan’s colleagues was there to meet us and hand over all the hard and backstage passes to our group. They had a small conference room set aside for meeting with the bands staying at this hotel and a quick PowerPoint showing the festival location, all the stages, and what the schedule would be.

The Jams would be playing at 11 am, the second set on the smallest stage. The opportunity was small compared to some of the other stages and times, but I was still starting to freak out about it. After the assistant had briefed us on all the particulars about the show, I checked in and met the girls and Dillon at our small suite of rooms.

“I’m afraid we’re going to have to double or triple up tonight,” I said, holding up three keys, “I’m afraid this was all they had last minute. I think for the sake of propriety Dillon you should take your own room, Nancy and Morgan can bunk with me, and you girls can share a room.”

“That works,” Jen said, taking a key and heading over to open the door, “I don’t imagine we’ll be spending too much time in the rooms.”

We dropped off our luggage, and, unfortunately, the rooms were even smaller than they appeared in the online images. Two twin beds stood about a foot apart with the walls crowding in close. The beds were so narrow, two of us were going to struggle to sleep on it, but like my daughters’ friend had said, we shouldn’t be spending too much time in the rooms.

Once we’d dropped off our luggage, we met downstairs and piled back in the cars and drove to the venue. I’d been to Austin, visiting several times, but never to the large park in the middle of town, along the river. It was all fenced off now, and a special area set aside for us to park. We got out after checking through security and were unleashed upon the chaos of hundreds of workers and roadies setting up the stages, lights, and sound systems.

Morgan and Nancy met up with the concert promoters while the rest of us found the stage we’d be performing at and got a feel for it. It was small. The entire stage was hardly larger than a flatbed truck; in fact, when I walked around the back of it and peeked beneath the curtains surrounding the back, I saw it was indeed a flatbed truck. Most of the cabling wove its way through the cab and out the back.

Heather and Jen wanted to be offended for us, but the truth was Momo, Dillon, and I were grateful it was a small stage. The thought of performing live for the first time on one of the larger stages around the edge of the field would be terrifying. I didn’t even want to contemplate what it would be like if we ever had to play on the main stage down by the river. We’d heard there could be upwards of a hundred thousand people there for the first day, and I got light-headed whenever I thought of that many people staring at us on stage.

“Ok, we have all the information,” Nancy said when she came striding up, “there are a couple of K-Pop bands that will be performing on these stages all day. It looks like there was a mix-up, and we’ll be slotted in with them.”

“So, we’ll be playing to K-pop fans?” Dillon asked, frowning when Nancy nodded.

“It will be great,” Heather grinned, “just think of this as a trial run. They might not be expecting your guy’s sound, but once they hear it, I’m sure they’ll love it. And if not, who cares? It’s a great experience for you guys and will make it easier to book gigs when we’re in LA.”

Dillon was nodding and looking around with a growing smile, “You’re right, the audience doesn’t matter. We just gotta do our thing.”

“Exactly,” Morgan said, “The group performing before The Jams is going to perform a sound check here in about thirty minutes. I think it would be a good idea, Dillon, Amanda, and Momo, if you stay here and meet with them. They’ll be introducing you three on stage.”

“Jen and I are going to get some footage of the place while it's being set up, we’ll be back in a few,” Heather and Jen slipped off into the crowd but not before she and Dillon shared a lingering look, both blushing and turning away from one another quickly.
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Word must have gotten out about the group of sexy women who’d just shown up in K-Pop Corner, because our small little stage soon had dozens of roadies and workers wandering through asking if they could be of help, or just lounging around nearby and ogling. I felt a good half dozen pairs of eyes staring at me, and it made my skin crawl. The lascivious looks from rough men were nothing new, but with my anxiety over going up on stage, they grated on my nerves.

Thankfully, Morgan, Nancy, and Momo drew plenty of stares as well, and when the K-Pop groups arrived, everywhere the man looked was pale young flesh. Interestingly, Dillon was a hit with the Korean girls right away. Something about his pale blue eyes, tall slenderness, and quiet confidence seemed to work for them.

When Heather and Jen returned, Dillon was chatting with a gorgeous lead singer from the group who would be performing before us. The girl was getting dagger glances from her groupmates who were all jealous she’d stolen the young guitarist's attention, but none would have cut a fraction as deep as my daughter stare.

“Looks like we have everything we need here,” Heather said, a touch too loudly when she strode up, drawing all attention to her.

When she halted, her massive breasts swayed hypnotically, making the tall, slender Korean singer swallow hard and shoot a glance at Dillon, and frowning when she saw him staring a Heather slightly agape.

“There anything else you need to do?” Heather asked Dillon with a raised eyebrow, and the young man shook his head, “Let's get back and get some rest then. You’ve got a big day tomorrow, and you need all the beauty sleep you can get.”

Dillon chuckled and offered a farewell to the Asian singer. The girl blushed prettily when he shook her hand, but her eyes never strayed from Heather. The golden-haired girl seemed to have a special power over not only the girl who’d taken an interest in Dillon but also the rest of them. They stared at her and Jen’s bright blonde hair, like many of the other women in Texas, but to Heather, in particular, they held a certain amount of awe.

My daughter offered the Korean singer a wink as she left, the tall girl blushing prettily and smiling back before turning and joining her friends. Heather and Dillon were thick as thieves on the drive back, sitting beside one another and going over the festival map and list of bands, making a list of acts they wanted to check out.

Momo and Jen watched the pair with growing smiles, and I felt my own heart warmed to see them getting along so well. The warm feeling and good cheer fled me the moment we stepped into the lobby of the hotel, and I saw an impressive figure standing as if she owned the place, with several of the management speaking quickly to reassure her.

From the obsequious way the three men bowed and scraped before the woman, it could only be one person, and once I saw her striking profile and perfectly quaffed golden and grey hair, I knew Mother had arrived. Groaning inwardly, I heard Heather shout in joy and run forward to throw her arms around her grandmother.

“Granddaughter, it’s so good to see you, and where is my wayward child?” Her piercing blue eyes found me and then alighted on Dillon, and I saw those hard eyes soften in a way I’d never imagined they could, “And this must be the talented young man who’s stolen away my family, eh?”

“Ma’am,” Dillon said, stepping up and holding out his hand, “It’s a pleasure to meet you. I’d just like to say, you raised the most wonderful woman I’ve ever met. If it wasn’t for Amanda… well, I’d still be starving and scraping to get by.”

“Please, everyone just calls me Bess and the pleasure's all mine,” Mom said, her pale cheeks a faint shade of red as she shook the young man’s hand, “and you are right, she’s a treasure. Let me take you kids out to dinner this evening. I have a friend who’s a chef here in Austin. He’s saved us a table.”

“Sounds perfect!” Heather said, “We’ll go get ready.”

“Sir,” my mother said to the manager, still standing patiently nearby, “you can have by things brought up to their rooms. I will be staying with my daughter.”

“Of course, Ma’am,” the man said, “but we only allow so many per room. We may need to-.”

“I trust you, good man,” Mom said, patting the man’s cheek and turning, ignoring him thereafter completely.

It wasn’t just the manager who watched my mother in awe. Few women or men had the sense of self that she does, add to that, a beauty that only seems to ripen with age, and she was a powerhouse. Mom and Heather have similar frames, with my mom just a touch heavier from age and a few inches shorter.

The weight seems to have all collected in her breasts, hips, and behind which she clad in white silks and satins from head to toe. A dark fur throw tossed over one shoulder, and a black handbag that cost more than most mid-sized sedans completed the look.

“Mom, what are you doing here?” I asked when we were walking to the elevator bank.

“Heather told me what was going on.” She said with a slight frown at me, “I had to find out from my granddaughter that my little girl was going to be performing live? You think I would miss this?”

“Mom…” I said in a warning tone, “You’ve never wanted to go to a concert or festival before. You hate large crowds and dry, dusty air. You know what the bathroom situation is going to be like, right?”

“I hadn’t really thought,” she said in a faint tone, one hand going to the thousand-dollar silk shirt she wore, “Will it be Jonny-on-the-Spots?” She swallowed hard when I nodded and then stood a little straighter, throwing her head, “Well, I can rough it for a day.”

“Atta girl,” I said with a grin, “you’re going to love it.”

“Speaking of,” she said softly, gripping my elbow and holding me back as the elevator door began to close, “We’ll take the next one.” She said to the others, and once the doors had closed turned to me with a frown of disapproval. “Now, what’s going on between you and that young man?”

I felt like a kid who’d been caught out doing something wrong as she turned that hard stare on me, her lips forming a firm line. I wasn’t a kid, though, and it was silly to feel so and found myself laughing and throwing my arms around her slender shoulders and hugging her hard. The shocked look on her face only made me laugh all the harder.

“Oh, momma, I am glad you’re here. I haven’t thought about going on stage tomorrow since I saw you,” the laughter cut off, and I grimaced at the reminder, and Mom frowned in worry.

“You still have the fright when going up?” She asked.

“Let’s get a drink,” I said, steering her towards the bar, “we don’t need to change, and I could use one.”

We found a small booth in the corner of the hotel bar and ordered martinis from the young server. I planned on only telling her about the music, but when I sat down and began describing that first Sunday, nearly two weeks before, I found myself confessing everything. I listened to myself speak as the vodka loosened my tongue further and was shocked at the things coming out of my mouth.

All of it was true, but everything sounded so wild and insane when I spoke it plain. Mom listened and through all of it said nothing, nor gave anything away by her expression. When I finished speaking, she sat for a long moment in silence then lifted a finger signaling the waitress for another round. Not until the woman had cleared out the empty martini glasses and brought fresh ones did she speak.

“I’m still trying to understand,” my heart froze at her words, and I readied myself for a scolding like I used to get as a girl, “If it was the pot that relaxed you, or if it was making love with young Dillon?”

“What?” I asked, nearly tipping over the martini when I reached for it in my shock.

“You’ve been able to perform before audiences over the past week, both at church and before Heather and her friend. I’m just wondering what it was that helped you overcome the fear. There’s nothing like a powerful orgasm to clear the mind of needless thoughts. Then again, I can see a drug that dulls the mind as helping manage the anxiety. What do you think?”

I sat stunned for a long moment, just staring at the woman. She lifted a single eyebrow, and sipped her drink, waiting for my answer as if she’d just asked if whether I use fabric softener or not.

“I think,” I began, then shivered and shook my head, “I can’t talk about this with you Mom, it’s too weird!”

“Really?” She asked, setting down her martini glass and crossing her arms, “You’re going to get squeamish now? Tell me, have you managed to trip your daughter and your young lover into bed together yet?”

It was my turn to regard her with a raised eyebrow. Taking a long sip of my martini, I felt the fumes tickling my nostrils and decided to throw all caution to the wind. I’d already decided to live this truth, and there was no sense hiding when it made me and all that I loved happy.

“Not yet,” I said with a shake of my head.

“Don’t worry,” Mom said with a wink and a smile out of one side of her mouth, “I’ve made… arrangements.”

“What do you mean?” I asked, but the sound of familiar voices caused me to turn and look.

“Don’t worry,” Nancy was saying, “we’ll work it out with the hotel staff. They can’t force you kids to share a room like that.”

“It’s ok,” Jen said, suppressing a grin, “I know Heather’s grandma is old and needs her space. It’s just one night.”

“Yea, no big deal,” Heather said with exaggerated casualness.

“What’s the problem now?” I asked, finishing off my martini and standing to go.

“When they put Bess’s things up in the rooms,” Dillon said, “they rearranged the other luggage too. Now Jen and Heather are in my room, and Momo is in with you.”

“It’s just one night,” Mom said, standing and throwing her shawl over one shoulder and slipping her arm in Dillon’s and smoothly steering him towards the door, “and will give you kids a chance to get to know one another. Speaking of which, why don’t you tell me a little about yourself, Dillon, while you help an old woman out to the car.”

“Of course, ma’am,” Dillon said, his eyes wide as saucers as Mother pressed her massively endowed body against him.
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The rest of us could only trail and be in awe of my mother’s prodigious charms. She is a true southern belle, and every man and woman who is around her can’t help but be sucked into her gravitational pull. Bellhops and desk help all stared at Mother as she strode through the lobby.

The woman is a force of nature and one I love but can grow tired of. Dillon and the others were still new to the whirlwind that is Mother, and it was fun to see them swept up in it. Dinner was an elegant affair, the chef preparing a tasting menu for us, with each item paired with a small glass of wine. The food was light and vibrant, and we didn’t get stuffed. We did, however, get quite drunk on the wine.

The conversation flowed freely, and I found, to my amusement that Momo was the one person at the table unimpressed by the mother’s airs. The tiny Japanese girl was supremely confident in herself if not so brazen about it, and when Mother commented on how adorable the girl was, she replied with a sharp tone that few ever used with Bess. Mother was forced to reappraise her first opinion of the girl, something she rarely did and spent much of the rest of the evening in deep conversation with her.

Mother is nothing if not charming, and Momo is a brilliant and charming girl as well. The two of them went on offense against one another seeking to win the other over, much to the amusement of the rest of the table. Dillon and Heather watched with keen interest, my daughter leaning over and whispering in the young musician’s ear and causing him to laugh or snicker at some joke or other.

The pair kept brushing elbows and hands as we ate, and once when they reached for the same water glass instead of laughing or speaking, they simply stared into one another’s eyes. It was plain for all around the table to see their flirtations progressing, but I was the only one to see the hurt in Jen’s eyes when she didn’t get as much attention as her friend.

After the fourth course and when everyone had a nice buzz going, I excused myself from the table to find the restroom, nodding for Heather to join me. Jen moved to come with us, but I pressed the girl back into her seat.

“Stay and keep Dillon company,” I said to her, “also protect him from my mom’s voracious fingers.”

The girl giggled when she saw my meaning. My mother’s hand wandered under the table and was drunkenly clawing at Dillon’s thigh. Jen shifted seats and soon was fascinating Dillon with her bright smile and bubbly chatter.

“I see what you’re doing, you know,” Heather said when we stepped into the bathroom.

“Oh?” I said, stepping aside as a woman left a stall.

“It’s not that I disapprove,” she said with a frown at a woman washing her hands, “but you know Grandma is going to have her own plans.”

“And so do you,” I said with a sigh, “us ladies are more alike than we like to think.”

“And freakier than we will ever admit,” Heather muttered under her breath.

I grinned to myself and thought about her words as I relieved myself of all the alcohol I’d been drinking. I’d had this debate with myself already, but with the eyes of my mother on me, all those old catechisms and guilts returned. I dismissed them quickly though, once I remembered how glorious Dillon made me feel and how happy my friends had all been. What else could we do when under the spell of a rock god, but worship at his feet?

When we stepped out of the bathroom, I stopped my daughter and looked her in the eye, “Do you love your friend, Jen?”

“Of course,” she said.

“Then make sure she knows it tonight… make sure he does too.”

“What do you mean?”

But I was already turning back into the loud restaurant, heading to our table. There I saw Jen on one side and Mother on the other plying Dillon with compliments and flirting outrageously. The young man bantered back and forth but grinned gratefully when Heather and I took our seats.

It was a drunken group that stumbled back to the hotel under the red evening sky. The sun was still setting when we got into the lobby. Mother was barreling forward, talking about how she was going to make the kids some drinks in her room when I steered her to the side along with Jen, Nancy, and Morgan.

“We’re going to get dessert and water brought up,” I said to Heather, “why don’t you two go up and get the room ready.”

My daughter’s cheeks heated, and she met my eyes for a long moment before nodding and drawing Dillon over to the elevator bank.

“Yea, make sure the beds are nice and bouncy!” Morgan laughed drunkenly, Heather glaring at her quickly and Dillon frowning.

“You kids have fun,” Mom said, steering Nancy and Morgan into the bar, “we’ll be up in an hour or so.”

Jen stared after the pair with longing, and I hooked an arm in hers and leaned down to whisper in her ear.

“My room has a door adjoining theirs. Why don’t you and I go up and make sure things don’t go off track.”
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The girl grinned at me and nodded and let me steer her over to the elevators after Dillon and Heather had already gone up. She wore a thoughtful expression as we rode the elevator up, and before it stopped at our floor, she turned to look at me with a small frown.

“We plan to marry him,” her words shocked me, and she saw the expression register, and it caused her to grin, “I didn’t think anything would surprise you. I mean, if he’ll have us. And we can’t both… I mean, I know Heather is like, well… Heather, but we love each other. I just thought you should know.”

“That nice dear,” I said with a small nod, “I think the three of you will be quite happy. But you do realize-.”

“Oh, we know,” she said nodding and turning to exit once the door opened, “It took a few days for me to get Heather to see the beauty of it, but she’s come around. Don’t worry Mrs. Kowalski, we understand what you’re building here.”

As we walked down to my room, I thought about the hubris of youth and their firm belief in themselves. It was beautiful to see and forced me to reassess the girl as I hadn’t in years. The blonde, bubbly sorority girl hid a competent and self-assured young woman. She was slight, but her body was tight from hours of cardio and yoga.

She and Heather had taken to wearing dresses since my conversation with Morgan the other morning, but where my daughters were loose and flowing, Jen couldn’t help wearing tight form-fitting clothing.

The girl and I were both quiet as we slipped into my room, and both of us hurried over to the adjoining door and flashed each other conspiratorial grins. Pressing ourselves to either side of the doorframe, we were able to hear muffled words from the other side.

“I didn’t think you liked me at all,” that was Dillon’s deep voice, and he must have been standing right up against the wall for him to come through so clearly.

“You’re forgiven,” Heather said, “but only if you kiss me again.”

Jen and I raised our eyebrows at one another, grinning as the sound of making out could clearly be heard. Then a heavy thump as something fell to the ground and a scrape along the wall. Kisses turned into heated moans and the rustling of clothing hitting the floor. I felt my face go beet red when I realized what was happening no more than five feet away from me.

Reaching out, I let my fingertips drag down the door, bottom lip trembling as I hungered for Dillon’s touch, to see the lust and pleasure on his handsome face and on my gorgeous girls as he took her. Jen caught my look, causing me to blush further and grinned in return, reaching out to take my hand in hers and kiss the fingertips.

Unable to stop myself I pulled the slender young woman to myself, sampling of her sweet lips. She trembled in my arms, and I knew she could be mine right then, but at that moment, a heavy thud, thud, thud started up from the other side of the door, and we both froze. A moment later, the high pitched cry of a woman reaching the peak of her pleasure rose from Heather, and I felt Jen tremble with an ever greater need than what I was feeling.

“Oh, Dillon!” Heather said, “you’re so gorgeous… holy god… I’d don’t know how long I can…”

“Not yet… please… Oh god… I’m cumming again!”

The sounds of love from the other side of the door were driving both Jen and I wild, but I knew what the girls needed. Turning her in my arms, I reached up to the zipper at the back of her dress and drew it down, peeling the garment off her slender shoulders, causing her to shiver even further.

“Go to them,” I whispered in her ear, “Show him he must accept you together… show him how you feel.”

“But it’s Heathers-.”

“No!” I said with more fierceness than I realized I felt, and kissed the soft skin of her neck as I pushed the dress down and unhooked the girl's bra, dropping it as well, “You deserve him just as much as she… and you love her as much as he ever could… go prove it to them both.”

“Thank you,” Jen said, spinning in my arms and kissing me quickly, her tiny pink tongue darting in my mouth and sending a shiver down my spine as it danced with mine for a moment. Then she was stepping back and drawing in a deep breath, “How do I look?”

“Beautiful,” I grinned, and before she could second guess, I reached down and opened the door quickly, stepping behind it.

The sounds of wet sucking met my ears and a gasp from Dillon. Heather giggled and said, “Aren’t you going to join me?” and then Jen leaped through into the other room and fell beside my daughter.

Dillon sat on the bed, his eyes wide with shock, a small smile tugging at the corner of his lips as he looked from Jen to Heather and back. The look he saw on both girls’ faces obviously reassured him, because he grinned back that boyish grin I love so much.

When I stepped from behind the door and closed it, he looked up, eyes locking with mine, and I was blessed to see the bliss hood his gaze as Jen and Heather’s mouths went to work on his glorious cock. Neither girl gave me any mind as the door slowly closed, but Dillon never broke contact with my eyes. When I offered him a wink and a wicked grin, one hand sliding between my legs as I watched the taboo sight before me, relief flooded his features. I winked again and let the door close, finding it more difficult than I would have imagined relinquishing the incredible sight before me.

The kids deserved their privacy, and I couldn’t promise myself if I stayed, I would leave them be. Besides, I worried about what Mother might get up to without adult supervision. The moment I walked into the bar and Momo spun on me with a drunken grin. I sensed I was already too late.

“Gongradulatns,” she said in a slur, “your fired and you mom’s inur plash.”

“What?” I asked, fearing the worst and having it confirmed by my mother’s beatific grin as she handed me a glass of rose.

“Drink up dear, we’re celebrating The Jams’ new manager. I’ve decided to back this erstwhile little endeavor of yours and will be replacing you.”

“But…” I said, hunting for a reason the most competent and headstrong woman I’ve ever known wouldn’t be good at the job.

“Relash,” Momo said, throwing her arm around my shoulder and steering me to the back of the bar and slipping a slender joint into my hand, “She jus thin she in charch… we knows better… Dillon’s…”

“Oh dear,” I said and guided the drunken girl back to the bar and slipped the lighter out of her hands before she could try sparking up in front of everyone, “Let’s get you some water, we still have to play tomorrow.”

“No, let’s get you drunk!” Nancy said, laughing and slipping a cocktail in my hand, “Don’t worry, Amanda, I’ll see to the girl, you go make sure your mom doesn’t devour Morgan over there. She’s looking a little scared.”

As my daughter, her friend, and the head of my band made passionate love above, I joined in with the celebration and let myself relax. I was surrounded by loved ones and didn’t let myself think about the trial to come on the morrow when I had to climb onto that stage. Instead, I forced myself to be present and not miss this wonderful evening.
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I woke in darkness, filled with terror for a moment that I’d slept in and missed the show, disappointing Dillon and the others. Then I sat up, remembering where I was. I lay in my hotel room with Momo curled up beside me and a slight pounding in my head from the wine I’d drunk the night before.

It couldn’t have been more than a few hours since I fell asleep, but I was wide awake. Climbing out of bed, I hopped in the shower and rinsed my body off, careful to keep my hair dry, and pulled on some comfortable workout clothes and slipped out of the room to find some coffee.

The sun was just beginning to rise, and I encountered a few early risers heading to the gym or in search of coffee like myself. There was a small kiosk in the hotel lobby, but I opted to walk two blocks to a coffee shop and get a latte instead of the cafeteria coffee they were serving.

I knew my mom would be up too; she was always an early riser, so I grabbed her a large latte and made my way back. Enjoying the beautiful colors, the sunrise painted across the heavens, forcing me to ignore the pointed stares and sly comments of several men who walked by.

The only reason I even noted them was how silly the men seemed. Even if I had to share my Dillon with two dozen women, the sliver of him I would get would dwarf what any other man could offer. It was with a skip in my step I headed back to the hotel and climbed the stairs to my room, trying to figure out how I could steal some alone time with my favorite young guitarist before the show or sound check.

My mom’s room was mine before she’d taken it over, and I still had the keycard for it. I knew right where I’d find her, sitting before the window, watching the sky lighten, and reading the paper or a book. I well knew her morning routine, whether at home or on vacation. Grinning, I opened the door and slipped in quickly, eager to surprise her.

It wasn’t my mom who had the shock of her life, but me.

The first thing that registered in my brain was a familiar sound, but it didn’t fit, and so my brain tuned it out. The second thing I noticed as the door swung inward was my mom wasn’t in a chair near the window, and the sheets on her bed were twisted and unmade, which was unlike her. Then I stepped fully into the room and saw the sight that shocked me.

The adjoining door that connected this room to Heather’s was open a crack, and Dillon stood with his ass pressed back against the hotel’s low dresser. He was completely naked, and when he saw me come in, his expression went from sublime pleasure to shock, and he looked between me and the woman whose thick lips were puckered around his cock.

“Mother!?” I said, unable to keep my voice down, but having enough sense to shut the door behind me quickly, “What are you doing?”

“Isn’t it obvious?” She said after pulling wetly off Dillon’s slick, steel-hard dick and licking her lips clean before continuing, “I’m not going to let my girls have all the fun.”

“She said you told her to do it,” Dillon said, a frown growing on his face as he looked down at Mother.

“Hush dear,” Mother said, still stroking his massive cock with her small hand, the taboo sight wickedly arousing, “you’re about to get a Sportsman’s Delight. I wouldn’t go ruining it.”

“What?” Dillon asked in confusion.

“It’s an old term for a wicked deed. She planned on tripping you into one with Heather, but I beat her to it,” Mother grinned, and I felt a flash of anger.

“You knew?” I said, “Why would you ruin it?”

“Because, dear,” Mom said patiently, “Today is about you… not her. You kids have a show to put on,” planting a soft kiss on the tip of Dillon’s cock, she ran a hand down his firm abs, biting her bottom lip. “And Dillon here will make sure you don’t have any stage fright today,” she grinned up at him, and he smiled back down at her fondly. In shock, I saw a small bead of cum at the corner of her lips and realized she’d swallowed at least one load from the young man already, “Go to her.”

Dillon hesitated, and I felt myself tremble, as desire and lust warred with everything society had told me was wrong and taboo. He could see my need though and stepped over to me, his strong arms sweeping around my back and his lips finding mine. Stars exploded in my brain as I fell beneath him on the bed.

His cock was slick and hard as steel as it pressed into my stomach. The young man’s frantic hands dragged down my yoga pants and stripped off my shoes and I shucked my top, feeling wild and free as I lay there naked. Dillon stood before me, my heels on the edge of the bed, and I ran hands slowly up my sides, gathering my breasts and massaging them, loving how his pupils flared in desire when I did.

My heart skipped a beat when she stepped up beside my young lover. Her hair in disarray, cheeks flush, and lips and chin wet from blowing him. Her grin was fierce as she took me in, and I felt my pride awaken.

“Isn’t my daughter gorgeous,” she whispered into Dillon’s ear, just loud enough for me to hear as she reached around and slipped her hand around his cock, stroking it gently, “and you will make love to her… I want to see it… like the first time you told me about Dillon,” she kissed him, and the sight of her tongue warring with his in wild passion filled me with an even more wicked need, and I couldn’t help but touch my aching pussy.

Whimpering slightly, I sat up and reached out to grip Dillon’s cock and hip, my hands joining my mom’s as I pulled him into me. Sighing out in pleasure as he pressed his hips into mine, his weight falling atop me and turning his head to kiss me. I could taste the illicitness on his tongue and came with a screaming frenzy as he thrust hard into my pussy.

Fingers trembling on his cheeks, I whimpered in pleasure as Dillon took me with a power and need, I hadn’t seen in him before. His hands seemed to be everywhere on my body, and I felt his throbbing cock thicken within me, and another wave of orgasmic bliss swept through my body as he was flooding my depths.

“Oh, fuck, Amanda!” Dillon moaned into my neck, his hips trembling and hands clutching at my sides as he throbbed within me, “You’re so tight… god, it feels like you’re milking me.”

“Good girl,” my mom said, her voice sending a wicked thrill through me as the mattress sagged, “Now it’s momma’s turn to feel this young hard cock.

“Jesus,” Dillon said, eyes wide as my mom pushed him to a kneeling position and shrugged out of her robe. His eyes widened to saucers when mom’s massive breasts came into sight. They are much larger than mine, and even with the sag of age, they managed to keep their pleasing roundness. His hands hesitated when he went to reach for them, and he glanced at me, almost like a boy caught reaching for a treat he wasn’t supposed to have.

“You will never forget today,” I said, feeling the sultry smile find its way to my lips as I rolled around on the bed, “Never.”

Taking his hand, I guided it to my mom’s massive tit and grinned at him when his fingers sank into the soft flesh, and I began to knead and play with them. Mom moaned, her lips finding the side of his neck as she pressed herself against him. I was on his other side, and this time it was my turn to guide him to his back, kissing down his firm stomach to his twitching cock.

I crawled between Dillon’s legs and wrapped my hands around the base of his cock and licked up the underside, tasting myself on him and feeling his hardening cock twitch. Mom knelt over him, moaning like a cow as she fed him first one large pink nipple and then the other. Biting her bottom lip, she slid a hand down and hissed in desire when her fingers slipped around the hard shaft with mine.

Letting her take over jacking his cock gently, I focused on the head, licking and sucking until he was hard and stiff once more. The bed shifted, and then my pussy quivered in taboo thrill once more as my mother’s thick lips began kissing and sucking one side of his shaft while I took the other. Opening my eyes, I saw Dillon staring down at us with awestruck eyes and such pleasure filling him I grinned in pride once more.

Instead of being awkward or weird, the experience only brought us closer together, and by the time Dillon was steel hard, I had to rip myself away from his cock, or else I would have happily worshipped him with her for hours. Mother was hungry to feel his mighty cock within her, and I knew Dillon desired it too.

In moments the lovers forgot me, as Dillon drove his cock up into Mother’s tight pussy. She rode him like a stallion, back arched and hands pressed to his mid-section, massive breasts pressed together, hips undulating in a rhythm I’d never seen before.

“Oh, you gorgeous boy!” Mom moaned, “You’re… touching places… never been…. Ohh!!”

Her shudder of pleasure drew a grin to my lips and then a moan when Dillon’s hand slipped between my legs, and my lips found his.

“This is insane,” he moaned into my lips, “God, I love you.”

“I love you too,” I whispered in his ear, “Now put this mouthy broad in her place with that gorgeous cock of yours.”

He grinned fiercely back at me and rolled over. Mom yelping in surprise as she went head over ankles and then moaning in pleasure as he pressed her down into the bed. The titan of my childhood was babbling, her body shuddering and sex squirting all over Dillon, as he claimed her with a power I’d rarely seen. I couldn’t rub myself fast enough, and it was my turn to gasp when a sharp little tongue buried itself in my quim.

Looking down, I saw the adorable face of Momo, who’d slipped in the room without alerting anyone, eating me out.

“God, yes!” I moaned, drawing Dillon’s gaze and adding increased frenzy to his thrusts as he witnessed the sexy sight of the tiny Asian girl licking me while I pulled on my breasts and sucked my own nipple into my mouth.

The four of us came right around the same time, Momo riding her little fingers as she watched Dillon turn old Bess into a happy cock-slave beneath him. I dragged Momo up, kissing the girl soundly and hugging her tight, so delighted to have her at my side.

The morning light streamed in the hotel rooms windows and Mother slipped into the shower, humming happily to herself. I caught Dillon staring at her massive breasts swinging freely and reached down and cupped his balls, causing him to jump slightly. My grin caused him to blush, and then he was rolling atop me, and I was lost in bliss once more as my rock god claimed me and then my sweet Momo right after and atop me.
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The three of us made sweet love together, our bodies harmonizing as one. An hour later, I found myself in the shower, humming one of our songs happily to myself when someone popped their head in.

“Hey, Mom?” Heather asked.

“Yes, honey?” I felt trepidation about what had transpired, not an hour before. Not shame or guilt as I might have two weeks back, but the last thing I wanted was the growing closeness with my girl to be ruined.

“I just wanted to say break a leg today. Jen and I are heading in early with Morgan to make sure everything is ready for you guys, so we might not see you guys until you get backstage,” she stepped into the bathroom letting the door close behind her, “I also wanted to say I love you, and nothing will change that, I hope you know that.”

“Of course, it won’t,” I said, sliding the glass door open slightly and peeking out, “Heather… you look gorgeous!”

“You like?” She grinned and twirled, the skirt on her green dress flaring wide, the color-matched the gold of her hair and cream of her skin perfectly, its upper half hugging her incredible curves and the lower half flaring out, allowing her legs to flash as she walked. “Dillon practically swallowed his tongue when he saw me in it.”

“Honey, there is something you should know,” I prepared myself to tell her what had happened that morning, the shower's steamrolling out around me, making it even more awkward.

“Mom, it’s ok,” Heather said, stepping forward and brushed my lips with a quick kiss, her grin flashing into place after, “and that was nothing compared to what I have planned.”

“What?” I asked with a touch of worry in my voice, which only caused Heather’s grin to grow all the wider.

“You’ll find out later,” she said with a wink and then spun out of the bathroom, “hurry up and finish, Momo is dying to see you in the outfits she’s picked out.”

I finished up in the shower and found myself less worried about what Heather had planned and more excited. That excitement carried me out of the shower, and I wrapped a towel around myself. My hair had only gotten a touch wet on the tip and was easy enough to dry quickly. The bathroom got crowded when Momo joined me, the pair of us having more fun than seemed reasonable as we put on our makeup, did our hair, and dressed in the outfits she’d picked out.

When I finally stood before the mirror and took myself in, I couldn’t help but shiver in sinful anticipation of parading around in the outfit. Once again, Momo was helping me to relax and instead of being anxious about the crowd, getting excited about it. Just like the other time with the outfits, she was helping me find the ‘character’ or ‘persona’ of my stage self.

“I’ll never remember the name of the character,” I said, turning and admiring how the sleek fabric clung to my hips and ass, the tiny skirt flaring wide, “but the coloring does fit me nicely.”

“You’re the perfect Sailor Scout with that dark hair, pale skin, and your beauty. She would kill to have those glorious breasts of yours, though.” The young woman turned beside me, admiring herself in the mirror, “If I’m truthful, I did this so that I could have a blond wig and be the princess.”

“Come on,” I said, grinning back, “Let’s get our prince charming and get this over with before I get too terrified.”

I worried bringing up the fear would make it manifest into reality, but Momo was quick to distract me. The girl’s endless chatter took us down the elevators and through the lobby. It was only by chance that I heard someone calling my name from across the room. Turning, I found Kelly and Charlotte hurrying over from the front desk, the pair both lugging cumbersome bags of equipment and another, older woman trailing them.

“Dr. Lansing and Dr. Hurley, it’s so good to see you both,” I said, and I was about to ask what they were doing at the hotel when Kelly burst out.

“Amanda! Thank god we found you, they wouldn’t tell us anything at the desk. Sorry, let me introduce a colleague of ours, this is Professor Fielding. She runs an institute on empathy and the use of powerful drugs to unlock empathetic thinking in patients.”

“Nice to meet you,” the older woman said with a faint blush.

“I’m sorry, Kelly,” I said with a frown, “but we have to get going, Momo, and I have to be at the venue in less than thirty minutes.”

“I know, I know, I just wanted to ask if you could do one thing for us,” she motioned to Charlotte, and the woman dug into the cloth bag she had over one shoulder and came out with three small round glass cases with odd little devices inside.

“If you, Momo, and Dillon could place these on your belts,” Professor Fielding said, taking one out of the case and quickly demonstrating its application, “It clips on here… and this pad you place over your heart and this other one just beneath your right ear… like so.”

“Sure, we can do that,” I said, Momo and I taking the cases from the women. “What’s the purpose of them, though?”

“They are just simple monitoring tools,” Charlotte said, “But are equipped with Bluetooth and linked to my tablet and will feed us real-time data. This is so exciting, Amanda, you have no idea!”

“What is?” Momo asked.

“I’ll let Kelly explain it. It was her theory that we’ve been testing.”

“It was, but Professor Fielding’s research into empathy and communal moods made it possible. You see, Amanda,” we began walking out to the parking lot as the woman spoke quickly her excitement infecting Momo and I as well, “As I explained before, there are certain ancient triggers within us humans. Holdover traits from our days as herd animals on the plains, when a cry of warning, or to hearten could infect the whole tribe or herd.”

“You’re young Dillon has an incredible gift,” Professor Fielding cut in, her tone even more breathless than Kelly’s, “I believe he is the first of his kind in fifty thousand years… a peacemaker and mind-healer. The data isn’t solid enough yet, but from the results we observe in Dr. Hurley’s transformation, it looks promising.”

“What happened to you?” Momo asked Charlotte.

“My anxieties are gone,” she said, “and so is my depression that came every morning when I woke up. I don’t procrastinate nearly as much, nor find myself judging others harshly as I once did, daily. It’s… as though I’ve been filled with love for humanity like never before and that love has… smoothed out… many of the issues that built up over years of adulthood.”

“We’re about to play before a large crowd,” I said with a small frown of worry when we got to my car, “Do you think there’s any harm? It’s a small stage. Maybe a couple of hundred people will be paying attention.”

“We haven’t seen any evidence of harm yet,” Kelly said with a firm shake of her head, “in fact, just the opposite.”

“That’s why we’re here,” Professor Fielding said, “Not only do we see no harm, but we both see the potential for dramatic improvements to the health and wellbeing of not only those who hear the young genius, but also for the communities they live in.”

“So, you’re telling us Dillon’s going to change the whole world for the better with his music?” Momo asked with an adorable little frown, and when the three women nodded eagerly, she just shook her head, “We already knew that.”

“What Momo means to say,” I said, smoothing over the three doctors ruffled feathers, “is that we’re grateful you shared this with us, but we really do have to get going.”

“Of course!” Kelly said with a grin, “And good luck out there. We can’t wait to hear you three play!”

We waved our goodbyes, and I stifled a laugh at Momo’s rolled eyes when the three finally took their leave and let us climb into the car. It was a short drive to the venue, but parking was a nightmare. Our passes allow us into the backstage area, and even though we both wore long sweaters hiding most of our outfits, we drew long stares from both security and roadies.
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Between the lascivious looks and the small stage once more visible over the heads of those nearby, I felt butterflies awaken in my stomach. Biting my tongue, I tried to force them down and ignore the anxiety, but that only made it flare all the higher. My hands were growing cold and clammy, and my breath hissing in and out of my mouth sounding far too loud to me.

Momo saw someone and hurried ahead, leaving me alone for a second. All around me were strangers who felt too close. The whole world felt like it was pressing in, my vision darkening. That’s when the real panic started, and I started looking for the exit, knowing how much it would disappoint Dillon but also that I could never go up there, never stand before so many staring faces.

Especially in this outfit! What was I thinking?!

I saw the exit and lifted my foot to walk towards it, but once again, Dillon’s face flashed in my mind's eye. The idea that I could never stand on that stage and play beside him wasn’t real. It just felt real. Could I live with myself if I abandoned him and Momo after all the practice we’d put in? Could I live with myself if I missed out on the opportunity?

Drawing in a deep breath, I turned on the spot, back to face the stage, my terror rising. It was one of the hardest things I’ve ever done in my life, but the moment I did, I saw Dillon standing not ten feet away, a small, proud smile on his face. The sight of his beautiful blue eyes filled me with love, and I ran forward, throwing my arms around his neck and kissing him soundly, not caring who saw.

“I almost,” I couldn’t get the rest out, but Dillon stroked my back, holding me close and whispering in my ear.

“You didn’t, and I’m so proud of you. Now, come, and let’s go make some beautiful music and have the time of our lives.”

“Mhmm, I can think of one other thing I’d like to do,” I said as I slid down his body, planting my heels on the dry ground, “But I guess it can wait until after.”

“Wait till you see the backstage area,” Dillon said, his arm slipping around my waist as he steered me towards the roped off area, “They have soda’s, muffins, even cold beers just sitting out for anyone to grab.”

“A beer might calm my nerves down,” I said and grinned when I spotted Heather, Nancy, and Morgan speaking with a tall older woman with a clipboard.

From the respect and deference people were showing the woman, she must be someone important. Spotting Momo over near a table filled with puffy and powder sugary pastries, I waved the girl over. Grinning around a mouthful of white cream and chocolate, she wiped off her face and came over.

“Did you hear?” The slender girl asked excitedly once she’d swallowed her dessert, “That K-Pop group from yesterday, they all got food poisoning or something. They’re supposed to be the opening act on the main stage in twenty minutes. Now I don’t know what they’re going to do.”

“That’s the woman in charge of the festival,” Dillon said with a frown, “What is Nancy agreeing to?”

I saw he was right. Nancy was shaking the woman’s hand, a triumphant grin on her lips. The woman waved a hand in the air and pointed at Nancy, and a stuffy man in a tight suit came scurrying forward.

“Nelson, make sure The Jams have everything they need to open the main stage,” the woman raised an eyebrow at Nancy, “I’m trusting you not to screw me on this if your people bail at the last minute… I don’t care if they fall on their faces. Just make sure I don’t have seventy thousand restless, drunk, and high people on my hands, screaming for a refund.”

“Don’t worry,” Nancy assured the woman as we walked up, “Dillon and his girls are going to make sure your festival opens with a performance the crowd will never forget.”

“Hmph, I’ll believe it when I see it,” the woman said with a frown as she took in the three of us, “You’re doing us a big favor by taking this on, but I also know what a big opportunity it is. Don’t fuck this up, and I’ll make sure other festival promoters know you can be trusted to perform. Do… and I’ll make sure they know that too, deal?”

“I just want to play,” Dillon said, “Small stage, big stage, it doesn’t matter. But I don’t appreciate you threatening Nancy or my bandmates. Do it again, and we’ll turn around and leave. I don’t give a fuck who you tell.”

The words were delivered with quiet confidence, his eyes hard as ice as he stared at the woman. Instead of exploding like I thought she might, the woman raised an eyebrow, taking Dillon in from toes to head and nodding slowly, liking what she found.

“Well, now you’re no wilting daisy, are you?” Her eyes took on a gleam I’d come to recognize, and she shifted her stance, her jacket and skirt molding themselves to her body. “I like a man with a bit of backbone, and one who can play the guitar. Lord knows we see few enough guitarists and bands nowadays. It’s all EDM and head banging. I’ll tell you what, if you three impress me, I’ll talk to my sister who books Coachella. She always needs talented young artists. But only if you impress me, understand?”

“Get ready to be impressed then,” Dillon said with a confident wink.

The woman just shook her head, a smile finding its way onto her lips as she walked away. The man she handed us off to, Nelson, escorted us around the backstage area. The closer we got to the massive main stage, the more and more nervous I grew. Momo gripped one hand and Dillon the other as roadies ran past us carrying our equipment and quickly heading up to set it up.

The first thing I noticed when we approached the back of the stage was the sound of the crowd—thousands and thousands of people talking with one another as they waited for the first act to arrive. The music was overwhelming, and I barely noticed when Nelson ushered us into a small backstage area surrounded by black curtains.

“Are you going out in those awful sweatshirts?” The man asked with a supercilious lisp.

Momo and I shucked our long sweatshirts, revealing the small outfits we wore, and Dillon let out a low wolf whistle of approval. Nelson frowned and shook his head, muttering to himself.

“Amateur hour. How tacky can people be?!”

“Just wait here,” he said louder, “the stage manager will let you know when you go on. You’ll hear the MC announcing you three, then just run on out. Break a leg!”

Dillon flashed the man a cold smile, and he slipped out. My heart was racing, and I was finding it difficult to calm my breathing down, but before my panic could take over, I grew curious watching Momo slip a hand in her bra.

“What are you doing?” I asked, a touch scandalized as I looked around, making sure no one could see us. The black curtains mostly shut us off from prying eyes, but not completely.

“It slipped…” she said, face twisting in the effort as she dug deeper, “I can feel it… got it!”

Grinning in triumph, she pulled free a slender joint from her shirt and smiled at me.

“Just want to make sure your heads in the right place before we go out there.”

“I don’t know,” I said, worry joining the anxiety and stage fright, making me feel even more uncomfortable.

“I think it’s a good idea,” Dillon said, nodding, “just a puff or two. Remember what you told me about your first time playing with Momo?”

“If you think it will help,” I said, “Maybe just a little.”
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Dillon got a lighter from one of the roadies and popped back in and handed it to Momo. He didn’t partake of the cannabis, but Momo joined me. For a moment, I feared security might give us a hard time then I realized where we were. No one at an outdoor music festival would give two figs for a little pot smoke.

I only took two tiny drags of the small joint, but that had my head feeling fuzzy, and a silly grin found its way onto my lips. Momo and I were giggling to one another about nothing when the stage manager came and told us we had one minute before we had to go up.

“This is it,” Dillon said, a proud smile etched across his face, “before we go out there I just want to say how much I love you both and that no matter what happens, I wouldn’t want anyone else up there with me.”

“I never dreamed I’d be anywhere like this,” I said, reaching up and cupping his cheek with one hand, “It’s all thanks to you and your incredible talent.”

“Let’s go rock their fucking socks off!” Momo said with a fierce smile.

Dillon gathered us in his strong arms, hugging us both close and kissing our hair. The stage fright, which was creeping back in, disappeared in a puff when I felt his body pressed against mine. When he stepped away, I found my fingers trailing down his side and cupping his ass before he skipped up the stairs, flashing me a quick smile.

“Give him a moment alone,” Momo said, “let the crowd focus on him…” the crowd clapped politely, and I heard Dillon take the microphone introducing himself and the band. “Now.”

Momo and I strode out, and I felt a rush of adrenaline when thousands and thousands of eyes fixed on us. There were a few chuckles and some wolf-whistles at our tiny and tight costumes, but for the most part, people had their interest perked by the odd band taking the stage.

“I know we weren’t quite what you were expecting,” Dillon said as he slung his electric guitar over one shoulder and took up his pick, “but lend us your ears, and we will do our best to entertain you.”

“Just play already!” Came a rude shout from deep in the crowd, to an agreeable muttering from the rest of the crowd.

None of it seemed entirely real to me. Whether that was the pot or the shock of seeing so many people looking up at us, everything had a hazy dream-like quality. Fear and anxiety faded when I looked over at Momo. The adorable girl grinned at me and twirled her drumsticks, and we both looked to Dillon, who glanced back and winked.

The young man stood with a confident swagger before the waiting crowds and looked over them with eyes that claimed them all as his. The reaction of the crowd was immediate. They began to shift and mutter, complaining to their friends and those standing nearby about the arrogant young man.

I began to wonder what Dillon was doing and almost opened my mouth to say something. He stood there for long seconds, letting the crowd grow more and more restless. Just when I began to fear we were losing them entirely and got ready to dash off stage when beer bottles or solo cups came flying, Dillon struck the first chords of our signature song.

To either side of the stage stood massive speakers that blasted Dillon’s music to the back of the crowd. I watched those first notes roll through the sea of humanity like a wave. When the sound reached their ears, the reaction was immediate. Mouths fell agape, and except for Dillon’s guitar, as it played the opening notes, silence reigned.

“Life… a dull and yellow dream;”

“Until the light showed up for me when she came to hear me sing;”

“Heavens knows I’m lost at sea;”

“Hunting for love in my new golden dream.”

The first words out of his mouth broke the spell that had frozen the crowd and shouts of shock and cheers rose here and there. For the most part, people listened with friends and loved ones, holding one another close as the ballad played on.

I’d heard and played the song dozens of times by this point, but its magic hadn’t weakened. The music carried me away as it always did, but I also stayed present, relishing the moment as my fingers danced along with the keys.

As the song came to a close, Dillon’s deep, loud voice fading out, the crowd erupted in applause. I saw several figures jumping in joy on the side of the stage and flashed a brief smile at Nancy and Heather, but then was pulled into the next song, a heavier rock number. Dillon didn’t relish in the applause, instead weaving tempos and energy together to give the crowd a full experience.

He would lead from slow songs into faster and faster rhythms until the crowd was dancing and singing along with a wild frenzy. Then would take them all the way down with a slow ballad, his rich voice making love blossom between concert goers by the hundreds. Another contingent of women, and no few men, had worked their way up to the front of the crowd and pressed against the security fencing, hands stretching forth and expressions enraptured.

Words must have gotten out to the rest of the festival because our large crowd started to balloon during the third song. What little space there was on the edges and back of the large grass field filled up, and people even climbed atop the food trucks and port-a-potties.

Even the back and side stage areas filled with people. I had no idea who any of these people were, but soon Nancy, Mom, Heather, and Morgan were herded off to one corner as more and more suits and sparkly dressed pop stars showed up to watch us perform.

All of this, I noticed in bits and pieces. My own playing took most of my concentration, even when it was effortless and guided by Dillon, I still feared making any mistakes and kept most of my attention on it. I did make a slip up here and there, but I don’t think it was anything anyone noticed, especially with this being the first time we’d played most of these songs.

I couldn’t fail though, not with Dillon leading the way and Momo keeping perfect rhythm. We’d only prepared eleven songs to play, and when we finished the final song, Dillon’s masterpiece, the crowd was all singing along with the hook, arms thrown over their neighbors’ shoulders, friend and stranger alike, all bonded as one.

“We’re The Jams,” Dillon said once the song ended, “You can find us online, thanks for lending us your time and ears!”

The roar of the crowd was like a slap in the back as we hurried off stage. The three of us were on such a massive high from the show that I barely registered the hugs and congratulations of Nancy and Morgan. When Heather folded me in her arms, whispering about how proud she was of us, I started to get emotional, but when Mother looked at me with her proudest smile, I felt the damn break and emotions pour out of me.

“It was as if heaven itself came down and graced us with a show,” Mom said as she stroked my hair.

“I have never been happier to be in the business I am in,” came a strong woman’s voice from behind the crowd, then she was pushing her way through, a tall, beautiful older blonde woman wearing the most expensive designer skirt suit I’d ever seen. “Dillon, you gorgeous young man! That was beautiful music!”

“Adeline!” Morgan said with a shocked grin, “I didn’t know you were leaving LA?!”

“I took our private jet out this morning,” Adeline said, her brown eyes never leaving Dillon’s, “had to make sure our newest investment proved out and boy oh boy did it ever… I’d like a minute alone with you, Dillon. So, I can make sure you know exactly how much Global Music Group is here to… support you.”

“That might have to wait,” Morgan said, hooking a thumb behind her at the crowd who was still screaming and cheering and just beginning to start up a chant of ‘Encore! Encore!’.

Nelson came scurrying up with his clipboard, an excited grin on his face. When the effete little man spotted Dillon, he threw up his hands and squealed like a little girl.

“Oh my god, you brilliant man! And you too ladies, you looked so gorgeous up there, amazing! That was the greatest performance I’ve ever seen, and I’ve seen Bruce in concert like thirty times! You three have to go back out and play one more song. The crowd is going nuts for it.”

“We played all our songs,” Dillon said with a frown, “Should we play one over again?”

“No,” I said, a flash of inspiration struck me, “You should go out there alone and play for them as you played for me that first night. Give them all that gift.”

“Are you sure?” Dillon asked Momo and me.

“Go,” Momo said, “don’t let them mistake who the real talent on that stage was.”

“I love you two,” Dillon said with a grin, pulling us both into a warm embrace.

Standing up straight, he let out a deep breath and squaring his shoulders, strode out onto the stage. The crowd roared in welcome when they spotted him walk out. Momo gripped one hand and Nancy the other with Heather, Mom, Morgan, Adeline, and the rest crowding in close.

In all the craziness after our show and press of bodies around us, I hadn’t noticed just how many other bands and musicians crowded backstage with us. I was shocked to see some famous musicians spread throughout the backstage crowd. From the awe and fascination on their faces, it was clear they were all as affected by the rock god’s music as the crowds.
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Dillon stepped up to the microphone, and the crowd quieted. Their murmur interrupted by excited screams and cries, but for the most part, they all stared up with open, excited expressions.

“Thank you,” he said, blue eyes sparkling as he took them all in, “I can’t tell you all how amazing this has been. This was our first live performance, and we couldn’t have asked for a better crowd,” shouts of shock and surprise erupted from the crowd, and I saw musicians all around us react with similar surprise, “Amanda and Momo wanted me to leave you all with one final song, from my heart. I hope you all enjoy.”

Their cheers died down quickly, and an almost eerie silence fell over the entire venue. At least sixty thousand pairs of eyes were on Dillon as he popped his neck side to side and flexed the fingers of his right hand. He glanced to the side, and his eyes met mine, and I felt my heart swell at the love I saw there and even more so when he looked at Nancy, Momo, Heather and the others with a similar passion.

Then he began to play. At first, it was a single rising note, pure and clear, vibrating, as his finger wiggled on the frets. Then he did something I couldn’t quite see with his pinky and ring fingers on the right hand, adding in a bass beat to the high note. Then his hands were flying across the guitar so quickly it was hard to see what exactly he did.

After a second, I stopped trying to pay attention to his fingers and was carried away by the sounds. Here was a distillation of talent and skill the world had rarely seen. Dillon told a story only with his guitar. The music he created transported everyone who heard it live and brought them along for the ride.

His music spoke of loss and loneliness, of heartache and sadness, but hope as well. A slender thread of hope that he kept returning, the musical refrain was haunting and inspiring at the same time. The loss and loneliness disappeared, and his play changed, evolving and exploding into frenetic pace, filled with sharp notes. The refrain of hope grew, somehow he wove it throughout the evolving song until it built and built into a crescendo of cascading notes that had the audience and all of us backstage in a dancing frenzy. It was impossible not to move and feel alive as those sweet guitar licks rolled through us. Dillon concluded the solo performance with an acid rock-like guitar screed and a knee slide, the audience roaring and nearly buckling the security fence as they rushed forward.

Dillon ran off stage and was met by a crowd of other performers, all congratulating him and trying to get a piece of the young genius. I looked around and was surprised to see Mom and Heather were gone. I looked around with a frown but couldn’t spot them, but there were other worries on my mind just then.

Adeline and Nancy were trying to push forward to Dillon, but the crowd was quickly sweeping him away backstage. I spotted a gorgeous pair of women linking their arms in his, their faces shining with desire and devotion like I’d seen in so many. One of the women was pulling a small plastic bag of white powder out of her bra and winked up at Dillon.

Then they were gone from my sight as Momo and I were pushed further and further back in the crowd. I began to feel my anxiety once more, as strangers surrounded us, then Adeline and Nancy were there.

“That asshole of a stage manager is trying to get Dillon to go to their parties,” Nancy said with a frown, “he has a couple of whores ready to sweep him off his feet.”

“Did we lose him already?” Adeline said with a sour frown, “You ladies were supposed to look out for him. Keep him out of trouble like that.”

“It all just happened so fast,” Morgan said, “where are Heather and Bess? We should find them and get out of here. I’m starting to get nervous.”

I was past nervous and starting to go into freak out mode. Dillon was nowhere to be seen, and the crowd was all pushing back into one of the large backstage areas where there were kegs and clouds of smoke. I was just trying to work up the nerve to march in there and drag Dillon out when a familiar-looking figure came striding through the press of people.

The crowd parted for him, people offering their congratulations, which he ignored, his pale blue eyes searching hungrily until they locked on mine, and I saw the anxiety fade and a grin form there. Laughing in joy, I ran forward into Dillon’s arms and didn’t give a damn about who witnessed me kissing him thoroughly.

“I thought I’d lost you,” Dillon whispered in my ear as he held me close, “Everywhere I looked were strangers and they just kept pushing me forward. I finally had to knock that annoying little guy down to get back out here.”

“Well, I’m glad you did,” I said, releasing him and smoothing down my skirt and blushing at the stares we were getting.

“Dillon,” Momo said, “You have to play that song for us again. It was unbelievable!”

“Yes,” Adeline said with a sultry smile, “and we have to get it up for sale and download immediately. Morgan, you need to get a copy of their performance. I know the promoters were recording everything.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Morgan said and marched off her face set.

“Nancy, you and I need to talk licensing fees because we’re going to have every morning show and late-night show in the country asking for footage of this concert today. Where is Jen? Ahh there you are, I need to speak with you about a social campaign built around today. We got work to do people!” She turned her beautiful face on Momo, me and Dillon, and grinned, reaching out to cup Dillon’s cheeks in her hands, “Not you though! You three did brilliantly! You head into the green room and relax. Just trust Adeline and Global, we’ll take care of you.”

“That’s a good idea,” Momo said with a suspicious smile, “why don’t you head into the green room and… relax?”

“Ok,” I said with a frown, wondering what the ladies were up to.

Dillon took my arm and led me back to our small green room area, and I could feel the energy still coursing through him. I felt it too—a wild thrill from the crowd and the energy they fed to us. I just imagined what wickedness Dillon and I could get up to in the green room alone when I pushed open the door and froze in shock at the sight before me.

“Welcome to the after-party,” Heather said, stepping forward and drawing a shocked Dillon deeper into the room, “where all your dreams will be made reality and where we all get to show you just how much we appreciate your genius and talent.”

“Jesus,” Dillon said, looking around himself and back at me with wide eyes.

I met his shocked stare with an enthusiastic grin, pulling Momo, Nancy, and Adeline in behind me and shutting the door firmly in place. Morgan was off running an errand, but every other woman we’d grown close to and become intimate with over the past two weeks was here.

Dr. Lansing sat sipping a red solo cup of beer beside her friend Dr. Hurley, both staring around the room with wicked grins as they anticipated the wild times about to begin. Jen sat with my mom on a low couch, the two of them had their arms wrapped around one another, and I was shocked to see my mother’s lipstick smeared, and the younger woman’s cheeks flushed with desire, her slender hips rocking against my mom’s fingers.

Standing near one corner of the room, was Pastor Elizabeth Watkins with the two young farmhands beside her. The conservative woman looked out of place in her long high-necked dress, but from the burning desire in her eyes as she stared at Dillon, I knew she was eager for the fun to begin. The two young sisters beside her looked around at the gorgeous and confident women surrounding them with trepidation. When their eyes fell on Dillon, I saw lust overwhelm their insecurities and inhibitions.

“Today is the first day of the rest of our lives,” I said softly, drawing all eyes to me, “and I’ve never been prouder to be a part of anything as I am to have you ladies on our side in this adventure.”

“Your music has touched us all,” Heather said, her grin fierce as she pulled Dillon into her arms, and wrapped them around his neck, drawing his face into hers, “It has healed hurts we didn’t even know were there… now let us show you how much we love you… let us put into action the mantra that fills our hearts every day.”

“All for Dillon…” I murmured and was surprised to realize all the women whispered it at the same time.
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We grinned at one another, and I found myself drawing Momo into a fierce kiss. The slender girl melted in my arms. Dillon was right beside me, the heat of his skin sparking my own deep desire, and I hungrily clung to Momo and she to me. Heather pressed Dillon down onto the couch beside Jen, and I grinned to see her join my daughter in drawing the young man’s clothes off.

I was happy to see the pair weren’t greedy. Both turned to the farm girls and drew them down onto the crowded couch. The sisters sank between Dillon’s spread legs, and as the musician made out with Jen, Heather guided first one pair of pink lips and then the other to Dillon’s steely tool.

My attention wavered when hot lips pressed to my neck, and then it was my turn to succumb to the lips of a young woman. Momo and I couldn’t seem to get enough of one another. The girl's scout outfit peeling free of her slender frame one delicious inch at a time. She sought to caress my breasts and free them of their confines, but I was intent on devouring her tiny body first.

Sinking to my knees, I pulled her skirt and panties down, slender pale stomach trembling as I kissed my way down it. Soon I wasn’t alone as the two doctors pressed the girl and myself down to the floor. Momo wasn’t the only one gasping in pleasure. I did as well, from Charlotte’s hand pressed to my sex as I bent over before her.

I kissed my way down Momo’s flat stomach to her shaven sex, dragging my tongue over her engorged clit and grinning as the girl shuddered. Then I was feasting on her sex. I licked and suckled the girl’s clit as my finger slipped into her tightness and found the rough patch of her g-spot. Momo stiffened beneath me, and I felt her first orgasm roll through her.

It was getting hard for me to concentrate as Charlotte’s hands explored my body. The slender doctor took her time teasing and touching my pussy, working me into a frenzy before she finally pressed her tongue into my aching sex, and just after Momo came with a cry of pleasure, it was my turn to cum all over the woman’s face.

Rolling, I pulled Charlotte into an embrace, even as Momo pulled Dr. Lansing’s pussy onto her mouth, the sexy redhead sitting up, firm breasts standing out proud as she bit her bottom lip. Behind the pair, I could see Dillon sitting on the couch still, one of the small sisters riding his cock. Her tiny pussy coated his cock in her cream as she came again and again on him, her whispers of love and devotion to the boy, barely making it to my ears over the other sounds. Heather was pressed to one side of Dillon, while Jen was pushed to the other. The pair of coeds were taking turns making out with Dillon and the girl, while they stripped naked.

Pastor Watkins and Mother sat on a small couch, watching the wickedness unfold around them. Elizabeth watched Dillon fuck the two sisters with growing envy, while Mother slowly stripped the beautiful pastor of her conservative dress. The woman was all too aware of Dillon’s hot eyes passing over them, and she made a show of it.

As the first sister slipped off Dillon’s cock and into Heather’s arms, her body limp and a smile of total satisfaction etched across her face, her sister crawled up to take her place. The girl whimpered in delight as the musician spun around and stood behind her. The girl knelt on the couch as he slid into her from behind, and she arched her back into him, moaning in sinful pleasure as Jen’s tongue found the girls clit.

The door cracked open, and Morgan slipped in, an excited grin flashing onto her lips when she saw the scene unfolding in the green room. Then Nancy pulled the former model down into her arms, stripping the woman’s expensive skirt suit off as she did.

“I have been dreaming of these tits ever since I first saw your picture,” I turned in surprise to see Adeline Atkinson crawling towards me. “And god… they don’t disappoint, do they?”

She grinned as she drew near, and reaching out, she slid her hand up my side, caressing my hip. I smiled back at the beautiful executive and took in her flawless, surgically enhanced body. Then my attention was once more diverted, as Momo gathered one massive breast and wrapped her lips around the pink nipple. Pleasure shot down to my sex from the contact, and I gripped the girl's head, holding her close as Adeline took the other breast. Then I was crying out in pleasure as both women slipped their hands between my legs.

Executive and drummer made out, sharing my breasts back and forth between them, the tiny Japanese girl's pink tongue dancing with the older executive’s. Over their shoulders, I could see Morgan and Nancy locked in a lover’s embrace, and Dillon, hips losing their rhythm as his first orgasm approached.

The scene that played out sent me over the edge and into a massive orgasm, it was so taboo. Heather and Jen dragged Dillon’s cock out of the younger sister’s pussy, while she and her sister spun, pressing their cute faces together as Heather and Jen stroked him off. Rope after rope of thick pearlescent cum covered the girls’ faces as my rock god grunted in pleasure, eyes wide with awe.

In moments Heather had one sister pressed back into the couch’s cushions and Jen the other. The older girls were making out with the younger, while they shared Dillon’s sweet cum back and forth. The young man stepped to the side, over to Mother and Pastor Watkins, and offered his softening, cum slick cock to their hungry mouths.

I would have kept watching the hot sight of the older women becoming cock sucking slaves, but a particularly talented tongue soon had taken all of my attention. Morgan slipped her thin thighs over my head, and I tilted my head back, tongue coming in contact with her tight slit. I grinned when I heard the woman sigh out in pleasure. Then she was kissing someone else as more bodies pressed close.

The rhythms of our lovemaking carried me away, and soon, music joined in with our moans and cries of pleasure. The techno sounds filtering in from the main stage pulsed and throbbed in time with my own satisfaction, it felt like.

“Holy fuck, you two are amazing,” Dillon moaned, drawing our gazes to the incredible sight happening in the corner of the room.

There, Mother knelt, beside Elizabeth, the pair of them working him over. Their whole bodies were thrown into the motions as both pairs of lips and tongues slid up and down that massive cock. Dillon growled in desperate need and slid his fingers in Mother's hair, gripping it and bending her over. With Elizabeth to push his cock home, he took her bent over there, her massive tits swaying, nipples dragging along the cold floor as she cried out in pleasure.

“Oh, you gorgeous boy!... Mhmm! Oh fuck… right there, Lizzy.. oh baby, momma cumming! Mhmm!!!!!!”

Her juices sprayed all over Pastor Watkins's face as she lapped at the young man's balls and the woman’s pussy. Then Dillon was ripping his cock out of my mom’s pussy and moving over to slide it into Heather’s waiting sex. Feeling a thrill if wickedness, I slipped free of the naked limbs caressing me and was bent over beside the girl in heartbeats. Three perfect asses lined up before Dillon, eagerly waiting for his mighty cock to spear us.

Glancing over, I saw the grin of taboo pleasure overtake Heather's face, as Dillon fucked her forcefully, and then it was my turn to moan out in pleasure as he reached over, caressing my ass and sex.

“Mhmm, take my daughter now,” Mom moaned, as she knelt beside Dillon, running her nails up and down his thighs as she kissed his neck and cheeks, “take her… I want to see you claim her as yours!”

“Yes!” Momo moaned from my other side, “God, you two are so beautiful together.”

I smiled at the beautiful young Japanese girl and was about to offer my own compliment, but all that came out was a gasp of surprise and pleasure as Dillon slid into me. His girth stretching my tight insides, and I felt the first quivering of an orgasm begin deep within the center of my being. Lips met mine and hands caressed my skin and chest, but all I could focus on were the strong hands gripping my hips, fingers digging into the space at the top of my hip bones in a way that drove me crazy as Dillon claimed my body, sending me over the edge of a massive orgasm.

“Oh, Mom,” Heather whispered as she clung to me, “I love you… Mhmmm baby…. Harder!”

My lips found hers as I felt her body shaking against me. Then Nancy was there, her lips and hands all over the pair of us. Things got wild after that, with all of us piling onto the floor, dragging cushions with us as we formed a human pile of fucking flesh.

Dillon was drained by the end of the first hour, in more ways than one. In the end, it was Heather, Momo, Nancy, and I left with him in the green room. Adeline had led Morgan and Jen back to the hotel to make plans for the coming weeks, while the doctors, Pastor Watkins, and the farm girls staggered out to find caffeine and listen to more of the festival's performances. They had seen that we needed some time alone with the close-knit crew.

We didn’t say anything as we lie together, letting our heartbeats slow and breathing calm as we enjoyed one another’s company. In the background could be heard the crowds and other bands, but in our trailer, we had a tiny cocoon of love and comfort. After the raw emotions and nerves of performing, not to mention the exultation of our wild orgy, the quiet time together was restorative and needed.

We might have made love, the five of us again, but Dillon was drained. His last lover of the afternoon had been Adeline Atkinson. The record executive had been strategic throughout our time together, never daring to touch Dillon until near the end when she could be certain to have him to herself.

“I don’t know if I can,” Dillon said with an apologetic smile.

The woman was having none of it. She is older than me by a fair number of years, but the finest surgeons in the world had created a masterpiece of her body and face, and as I learned firsthand, she is an excellent lover. The boy stood no chance, especially with his fetish for MILF’s. She moved like a dancer as she slid up to his side, her hand reaching down to cup his heavy balls and soft cock before she grinned up at his face. The smile had such fierce desire and passion behind it that I could feel the heat from where I lay.

“You’re the most gorgeous and talented man I’ve ever known… and I’ve known them all,” from her tone, she’d done more than just know them too, “and nothing is going to keep me from having you… right here… right now… all to myself.”

“It’s not… Ohhh… fuuuuck… aaahhhh mmmm,” his eye rolled back into his head as he slowly sank back down onto his back, biting his bottom lip in a surprisingly loud groan.

The rest of us shifted, moving around so we could see what the beautiful executive was doing. Her hands were working in tandem, one pulling down on the base of his thick cock and the other gently stroking and twisting around the head. To my shock, his cock began thickening and lengthening in moments.

“Mrs. Atkinson…,” Dillon looked up at her with a fierce desire of his own, and she grinned down at him, her perfectly round and firm breasts jiggling delightfully as her hands worked his cock, “Jesus… if you keep… fuck I’m going to…!”

“Yes… give it to me,” she moaned before diving forward and wrapping her lips around the throbbing head of his cock.

We watched in fascination as her mouth filled, and she swallowed quickly, but his load was small by this point as she easily took it all down. Dillon reached down, his face twisting from pleasure to pain as she sucked even harder, cheeks hollowing as she took him down the back of her throat.

“Oh fuck.. what are you… too much… mmmmmmhhh Huhhh, huhhh,” his eyes rolled back into his head, pained expression fading into a mindless bliss I’d never seen on his face before.

Nancy and I glanced at one another, and she raised an eyebrow. I nodded in answer to her unspoken question. We had to learn this woman’s skills…

Adeline wasn’t done with her newest signed talent. If his cock got soft after flooding her mouth, there was no evidence by the time it slid free of her throat. Like a lioness riding the king of the jungle, the woman planted her feet to either side of his hips, slender, hairless slit swallowing his mammoth member ever so slowly.

“Oh, baby… you’re so… oh god, this is it… this is it…NGH!” She came before her hips even met his. Legs giving out, she fell onto him, hands resting on his stomach and perfect breasts pressed together. “Oh, Dillon,” she moaned, hair falling forward around her head as she leaned down to kiss him, “Now let me show you how Global Music treats its crown jewel…”

The words were hardly out of her mouth before Morgan was slipping between his legs, her tongue teasing his balls as Adeline began to ride his cock like he was a wild mustang. Next, it was Jen and Heather pressing in as the boy fucked the beautiful executive. Then all of us were piling in.

That last bit had worn Dillon out for good, and now we gathered our strength before heading out into the crowds backstage once more. The world had changed, and we all knew it. Once we stepped out that door, we would no longer be the simple folk we had been just two weeks before. It was terrifying and exhilarating at the same time, and I could think of no one I would rather experience it with. I was blessed in so many ways, but most of all, by having been the one to hear Dillon’s incredible gift and the chance to share it with the world.
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Life changed quickly after the Festival. When we returned home there was a big article written up in the local paper with Dillon, mine and Momo’s pictures on the front page. That was exciting but not nearly as exciting as when a major glossy magazine reached out to Jen through social media to say they loved the music and wanted to write an article.

Adeline, Heather, Jen, and Morgan had worked out an album release schedule and a small tour that would see us in most of the American major cities. The songs were already charting number one overseas, but the girls said we would do a major world tour in a year, once they could be certain we’d sell out arenas.

The doctors continued their research, bringing in a few grad students as test subjects to refine their theories before publishing. Their work was interesting to me, but I knew it could never fully explain the power of Dillon’s music. Time and again I saw the impact he could have, the joy and peace he brought others.

When we eventually flew to LA, a week after the concert, it would mark the beginning of our new lives. Adeline’s assistant, a certified flight attendant, welcomed us aboard their corporate private jet. I’d never experienced anything so luxurious as the plane’s creamy leather seats and wide-open spaces. No sooner were we in the air before Adeline was toasting her number one talent.

“To our young genius!” She said raising her champagne flute, “To love! Laughter! And Inspiration!”

We all cheered, tipping our glasses and grinning, then the slender, elegant woman dropped to her knees and took Dillon’s cock from his pants. The assistant joined her, the girl absolute perfection wrapped in ebony skin, as the pair ensured the young man understood just how much his label was willing to do for him. After that, things got wild, the champagne flowed and Adeline ordered the pilot, a lovely older woman with massive breasts, to fly circles over the Pacific Ocean for a couple of hours. At one-point Mother, Heather and I stole our love away, eager to give him the rarest gift of all, and being knit all the closer together for it.

So began the next chapter in my Rock God and his Harem’s life.



THE END
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Magic Seed: Part Three

 

Series: Taboo Foreign Exchange (Completed)

Taboo Foreign Exchange: The Bundle (Parts 1-3)

Taboo Foreign Exchange: Part One

Taboo Foreign Exchange: Part Two

Taboo Foreign Exchange: Part Three

 

Series: Harem on the Prairie (Completed)

Harem on the Prairie: Book One (Parts 1-4)

Harem on the Prairie: Part One - Harem on the Prairie

Harem on the Prairie: Part Two - The Broken Trail

Harem on the Prairie: Part Three - The Stormy Mountains

Harem on the Prairie: Part Four – Heavenly Homestead

 

Series: Mother’s Helping Hands (Completed)

Mother’s Helping Hands: The Bundle (Parts 1-4)

Mother’s Helping Hands: Part One

Mother’s Helping Hands: Part Two

Mother’s Helping Hands: Part Three

Mother’s Helping Hands: Part Four

 

Series: Taboo Cabin Fever (Completed)

Taboo Cabin Fever: The Bundle (Parts 1-3)

Taboo Cabin Fever: Part One

Taboo Cabin Fever: Part Two

Taboo Cabin Fever: Part Three

 

Series: Mother-in-Law Saved My Marriage (Completed)

Mother-in-Law Saved My Marriage! – The Bundle (Parts 1-4)

Mother-in-Law Saved My Marriage! – Part One

Mother-in-Law Saved My Marriage! – Part Two

Mother-in-Law Saved My Marriage! – Part Three

Mother-in-Law Saved My Marriage! – Part Four

 

Series: Mommy’s College Prep (Completed)

Mommy’s College Prep – The Bundle (Part 1-5)

Mommy’s College Prep – Part One

Mommy’s College Prep – Part Two

Mommy’s College Prep – Part Three

Mommy’s College Prep – Part Four

Mommy’s College Prep – Part Five

 

Series: The Power (A Taboo Step Harem Urban Fantasy)

The Power: Book One (Vol. 1-5)

The Power: Volume One

The Power: Volume Two

The Power: Volume Three

The Power: Volume Four

The Power: Volume Five

 

Series: Taboo Alien Experiment

The First Subject’s – Part One

 

other works by Nick Storming:

Sinful Seduction – Taboo MILF Romance

MILF Mansion Inheritance – MILF Harem Fantasy

Mother-In-Law’s Ménage – Taboo, Step FFM Fantasy

Taboo Family Crusoe – Step Harem Fantasy

A Mother’s Awakening – MILF, Step Fantasy

Mourning Father – Family FFM, Step Fantasy

Taboo MILF Blackmailed! – MILF, Step Fantasy

The Man Next Door – Mom Daughter FFM, Step Fantasy

Milk Farmer: Runaway Transformation

Mother’s Motivation

Taboo MILF Collection

Taboo Daddy Collection

 

The Summer Intern – Daddy Dom, Step Fantasy

Comforting Daddy – Daddy, Virgin, Step Fantasy

Down on the Farm – Daddy Girl, Step Fantasy

Off to College – Daddy’s Girl, Step Fantasy

Beach Getaway – BWWM, Daddy’s Girl, Step Fantasy

 

Summer Fling – Sister Brother, Step Fantasy
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