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“I don’t care if they are your favorite band. You’re not going.”

“Dad, I’m 18. You can’t do this.”

“Like hell I can’t,” he said. “Dylan, you’re living here for free, and I’m paying for school. School that you’re not passing. You clearly can’t prioritize, so I’m going to prioritize for you.” 

“But I bought the tickets with my own money! They haven’t played a show here in two years and this is a big deal because they’re about to get huge and they won’t play intimate shows like this anymore.”

“Give the tickets to your sister.” 

“Stepsister. And no. I knew you would do this. You’re only paying for my classes because Tina guilted you into paying for Allison’s even though she’s not your kid, so you felt you had to pay for mine.”

“Don’t call her Tina. She’s your stepmother.”

“But I’m not wrong.”  

I sat back in my chair and crossed my arms. He paced by the door, something I knew he only did when he was really angry. It meant he needed a quick exit before he said–or did–something he’d deeply regret. 

I was angry, and I had pushed all his buttons. The Tina button, the Allison button, and the money button. 

“Allison is passing her classes. You’re not,” he said, facing towards the hallway. 

“She’s doing theater,” I seethed. “I’m in the Engineering Science program.”

“And you think employers are going to be more impressed that you failed an Engineering program at Greenfield Community College? That’s going to be better than Allison actually completing her degree in Theater?” 

He was right, and I hated when he was right. 

Plus I didn’t really want to be an engineer, and I knew it. I mainly just wanted a high-paying job, fast, and I knew STEM was the best way to get that. My plan had been to get my two-year degree at GCC, transfer to UMASS and live on-campus, and then stick around locally, probably at a startup that a classmate would found.

A classmate I hadn’t met yet but assumed I would. I wasn’t going to start anything. 

It was going to be expensive to stay here, and I wanted to live near Northampton, that way I could stay near my favorite places to hear live music. 

Which is what I thought I was doing by getting tickets to hear The Shotgun Wedding Planners at Pearl Street. 

Apparently not. 

“I know you have a calculus exam next week,” he said quietly, yet loudly enough to snap me out of my daydream about the concert I probably wasn’t going to. “I don’t want you at that concert tonight. You are to study. And remember that Dan Cherrington is the sound guy there, and if he sees you, he will let me know. If you go to this concert, you are on your own for school. This year, next year, or any year. I’m not paying for you to fail. I will not be taken advantage of so that you can have a good time.”

There were a lot of things I could have said. I could have said something about how Tina and Allison take advantage of him all the time. About how Allison didn’t scrape the car against the garage; Tina did. About how Allison said she liked being his stepdaughter because he had more money than her real Dad. About how I knew he wasn’t saving for retirement any more because he was getting a new BMW every two years now, and taking Tina to nicer hotels, where she’d wear the dresses and shoes that seemed to be left on our front porch almost every day. 

I could have said that he married a hot blonde schemer, who was raising a hot brunette schemer, and that the two of us were part of their schemes. 

I could have said a lot, but I said nothing. 

I wasn’t going to win, but he still couldn’t look at me, even if he knew he had beaten me. 

“OK,” I said finally. 

“OK, what?” he said, tapping his hand against the doorway so that his wedding ring clicked against the wood. 

“OK, I won’t go. I’ll give the tickets to Allison. I’ll study for my test.” 

“At the library,” he said.

“At the library.”

The pause was long, and neither of us wanted to speak first. 

“This is for the best, Dylan,” he said, and tapped his ring one last time before he walked down the hallway and out of sight. 

So that was it. I had been listening to The Shotgun Wedding Planners since the very beginning. They had four EPs, two full-length albums, and a few web-only exclusives. I had them on vinyl, I had their ironic mix cassette tape they made with a few other bands, and I even fixed up an old Walkman so I could hear it, which is how the Engineer career got planted in the first place. 

I had the t-shirts, I had the promotional phone case, I had the temporary tattoos, I had the leather bracelets. 

I may have been a slight, barely-there blonde kid, but I was all-in on this neo-punk, post-emo band that perfectly captured the way my high school years came to an end: a runaway mother, a lonely father, a stepfamily that changed everything, and a life that kept looking like it was leading nowhere.

And now tonight, it really was leading nowhere. 

Well, it was leading to a library. 

“Hey hey,” came Allison’s voice from the doorway. 

“I suppose you’re here to gloat,” I said. 

“Well, no,” she said, slinking into my room in a pair of tiny black biking shorts and a blue halter top that showed off her cleavage and belly button ring. “Although the thought did cross my mind.” 

“Take them,” I said, pointing to the tickets on my dresser. “Just take them and go. Then never tell me how the show went.”

“Were you really planning on wearing one of their t-shirts to the show tonight?” she asked, pointing at my shirt.

“No,” I lied. “I was going to change later. If you’re going, do you want one? I have lots.”

“I am not wearing a shirt of the band I’m going to see, no,” she spat. 

“So you are going?”

“Probably,” she said, looking down at me.

“This bothers me,” I said. “You don’t even like this band. This is my band, and you get to go while I don’t.” 

“I’ve heard enough of their music through your walls to know they’re OK.” 

“They’re more than OK,” I said. “I mean, you don’t know any of the words.” 

“So what?” she said. “There are lots of reasons to go to concerts. Don’t get me wrong, I like these wedding planners, and I can move to them, but I’m not really there for the music.”

“Not for the music? Then why are you going? To tease me?”

“No.”

“Then why?” 

“This is at Pearl Street?” she said, tapping the edge of the tickets against the top of my dresser.

I nodded, trying not to stare at her firm ass not two feet away from me.

“Upstairs or downstairs?”

“Clubroom,” I said. “Downstairs.” 

“So, like, a few hundred people. OK, I could be the hottest girl if there are only 300 people there. This could work.”

“What the hell are you talking about?”

She spun from my dresser to face me. Her eyes narrowed and her grin was fierce, like she was about to pounce.  

“I’m going to party with the band even if I have to suck a dick to do it.”

“You’re a classy girl, Allison. I’m sure Tina would be proud.”

“Mom’s worse than me.”

“Oh my God, no. Stop. This is my stepmother you’re talking about. My father’s wife.”

“So? Do you think she stayed pure and celibate between Dad leaving and when she met your father? Puh-leaze. Plus, it’s not like you’re one to talk. I know all about the filthy things you and Corey used to do to each other. She was my friend first, you know.” 

“Not fair. She came on to me.”

“Exactly my point! Which girls are allowed to do, whether that’s me, or my Mother, or Corey.” 

“We’re not going to argue about this.”

“Good. We shouldn’t. If I get backstage passes and all I have to do is floss with some dude’s dick, you’d better believe I’m going to do it. And don’t act like you wouldn’t accept a backstage pass if I gave you one.” 

“Well I can’t anyway, so we’ll never test your theory. I can’t go, remember?” 

“Yeah. About that…” and she started tapping the tickets on my dresser again. 

“I can’t go. I have to go to the library. You heard him.”

“Not true.”

“You didn’t hear him?”

“No, I mean, it’s not true that you have to go to the library.”

“Of course it is. I have to go to the GCC library instead or else I get cut off and have to stay here, probably forever.”

“That is not what he said. He said he wants you at the library. And how does he track that?”

“With that app on his phone that shows where I am.”

“With that app on his phone that shows him where your phone is. You don’t need to be at the library. Your phone does.” 

She was right. 

“You are oddly good at this, Allison.” 

She tossed her hair and giggled. 

“There’s another problem, though. If I go to the concert, Mr. Cherrington is supposed to rat me out.”

“He won’t see you,” she said. 

“But he knows me.”

“He won’t see you,” she said again. “I told you.”

“How can you know that?”

“Because,” she said, looking me up and down. “By the time I’m done with you, you are going to look wayyyyy hotter than this.”
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“You can’t be serious,” I said, after I figured out what she meant. 

“I am,” she said. “Very serious.” 

“But why? This makes no sense.”

“I have my reasons,” she said, looking me right in the eye. “But you should go to the concert. I heard your Dad. It’s not fair, and you know it. So what that you’re failing a class? Like no one’s done that before? Like that ends a career?”

She was plotting something because she was siding with me. 

She wanted something. But what? 

“Allison, I am not going to a concert dressed like a girl,” I said. 

“Why not? It’s the only way to keep Dan Cherrington from recognizing you. You can’t look like you.” 

“I would be there, but I wouldn’t really be there, you know? Plus I’m not...that way.” 

“And what way is that?” she said. “You like to gawk but not be gawked at? You think I can’t see you trying not to stare at me when I walk around? It’s fine to do that to other people, but not to have it done to you?” 

I could feel myself reddening out of shame. 

“That’s right, Mr. Sneaky. I know when you’re trying not to stare at me. Girls can tell.”

“Well it’s not like you’re making it easy!” I snapped. “You’re barely wearing anything.”

“So?” she said. “Doesn’t mean you have to stare. I’m not meat. So is that it? You don’t want to go because you’re afraid you’ll be eye candy? You’d rather just leer at us?” 

“No!”

“Are you afraid you’ll like it?”

She had that same ferocious look in her eye from before. I kept my gaze on her eyes and not her cleavage. 

“No!”

“Then it shouldn’t matter. This is your chance. I have a key to Hawks & Reed in town, and nothing is being performed there tonight. So we go to campus, hide your phone in the library, go get you changed at the theater, get you all pretty, borrow a wig from Drag Bingo if we have to, go to the concert, and you can walk right next to Mr. Cherrington and he’ll have no idea it’s you.”

“I’m…going to need to think about this.”

She glanced at the time on my phone. “You don’t exactly have much time to think if we need to do all this before…”–she checked the tickets–“8 o’clock.” 

A minute later I was staring at myself in the bathroom mirror. I didn’t have to go, but I did need to get away from Allison for a few minutes, if only to buy time to think. 

So many of my choices were easy lately: cut a class I hated, or go and be miserable? Study for a test I wasn’t going to pass anyway, or go see a show I knew I’d like? Go to campus and hang out with nobody, or take advantage of an empty house and watch a little porn?

These weren’t choices because they were obvious.

But this? This was hard. This actually involved giving something up. But what was I giving up, exactly? My manhood? Did I have much of that? Corey was my only girlfriend, and while we were each other’s firsts, she ended up breaking up with me so she could date Jake Proctor, who was the total opposite of me: tall, brunette, facial hair, lots of muscles, athletic, and very handsome. Jake already had lots of girls, and then he took mine. 

At that moment, staring into my own reflection in the mirror, all I could think about was Corey. Not that I missed her, because I had gotten over the breakup. But instead I was thinking about how she and I had seen The Shotgun Wedding Planners three times together, how she had gotten me to dance the second time towards the end, which made the third show the most fun. If I went through with this, would I think about her all night? What about if the band played “Power Up the Killswitch” tonight, which is the song they were playing when Corey reached into my pants and started discreetly playing with me, right in the club? Would I get hard again? Would it derail my night?

On the other hand, certain things needed to be mine again, not “ours.” There was no “ours.” This was my favorite band before her, it was my favorite band while we were together, and it is still my favorite band now that she’s moved on. It’s fine if things remind me of her, but I do need new memories, right? Things that happen to just me. Things that I make happen. 

Never mind that Allison is the one making this happen. Seeing my favorite band had to go through her.

By her rules.

And her rules were pretty clear: I needed to deceive my father, and wear a disguise. Deceiving Dad was fine; I could always apologize if I got caught, and it’s not like he’d ever stop being my father. But the disguise? A girly outfit? I didn’t even know what girly outfit she had in mind. 

I knew I couldn’t pretend to use the bathroom much longer, so I ran the sink, and hoped by the time I turned the faucet off, I’d know what my decision was. 

I didn’t. 

I hoped by the time I got to her doorway, I’d know my decision. 

I didn’t.

But when I got to her bedroom door, I could hear that, on the other side, she was playing some music.

She was playing The Shotgun Wedding Planners. 

Worse, she was playing “It’s Best If You Don’t Cry,” which was my favorite song. 

I knocked on the door. 

It took two knocks before she answered, and she turned up the volume between them. 

“Yes?” she asked cheerily when she finally opened her door. 

“Fine,” I said. “You win. Let’s do this.”
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It was almost 30 minutes to Greenfield from Northampton, straight up 91, and we didn’t say much to each other during the drive. I was half-focused on the road in front of me, and half-focused on the two backpacks of clothes in the backseat behind me. When I asked what was in them, Allison had just said “it’s a surprise,” and winked at me. 

I liked surprises, but I don’t know about this one. 

At the GCC campus, we just needed to hide my phone somewhere no one else would find it, that way my Dad’s tracking app would say I was there, studying. It wasn’t supposed to rain, so we settled on putting it in a plastic bag and hiding it under a rock in the woods just off College Drive, and this way we could get the phone even if we came back after the library closed. 

“If I’m not going to have my phone, then you’re taking pics of the show,” I told her as we walked back to the car.

“Of you, right?” she smirked. “You want to remember this night forever? Because I bet you might.” 

A few minutes later we had made our way down Colrain Street into town, and I stood as she unlocked the door to the Hawks & Reed Performing Arts Center.

“Remind me why they trust you with a key?” I said.

“Because most of us do something here for credit,” she said, shutting the door behind us and walking down the hallway to what I assumed were the dressing rooms. “Set design, lighting, costumes, whatever.”

“Is that what you do?” I asked. “The ‘whatever’? I couldn’t even tell you what about theater you like.”

“That’s because you never ask,” she said, opening a door and holding it open for me. 

It was a small room with a couch on one wall, a small desk with a mirror on it, and clothes hanging on movable racks. There wasn’t much room to walk between the racks, and she wheeled them out of our way. 

“Here’s the seat of honor,” she said, pulling the chair at the mirror out for me. 

I sat. She put the backpacks on the couch and faced me. “They do Drag Bingo here, and some of the girls leave their stuff behind. So we’re borrowing a blonde wig, a really nice one, and we need to return it. So don’t fuck it up, or we’re in trouble. But it’s real hair and will look great.” 

“How am I going to fuck it up?” 

“Who knows? You’ll probably find a way. Just don’t.” 

“Fine,” I said. “Thanks for the trust.” 

“Trust has nothing to do with it,” she said. “You’re here because of other people, and not everyone knows they’re helping you.”

She rummaged in one of the backpacks and took out two small zippered pouches, unzipped them both, and laid them down on the desk in front of me. They were full of makeup.

“Jesus,” I said, looking down at the spread of color-coded tubes and canisters.

“We’re not using all of it,” she laughed. “Didn’t you pay any attention to Corey?” 

“I mean, I knew she wore makeup, but it’s not like we lived together. She wouldn’t put it all on in front of me. What even is this stuff?”

“This is your night, buttercup,” she said. “Now sit back and let me get to work.” 

For the next few minutes, she went at my face with a razor, some tweezers, and what looked like baby wipes. Then she did something with a bottle of witch hazel–what even is witch hazel?–and then she got to work with eyeliner, eyeshadow, and some kind of powder on my face, neck, and even my chest. 

“It’s foundation,” she said, as if reading my mind. 

For the second time that day, I stared at myself in a mirror, only this time, I was being transformed at the same time.

First I looked like a pale blonde kid in a chair.

Then I looked like a pale blonde kid with a perfectly smooth face.

Then I had plucked, feminine eyebrows.

Then I had dark, outlined eyes.

Then I had purple-shaded eyes.

Then I had purple lipstick.

And by the time she lowered a blonde wig onto my head and stepped away, I had watched her, little by little, replace the Dylan I knew with one I didn’t.

Because this one would respond when I did something, so I knew it was me, but I didn’t recognize myself anywhere in the image that blinked back at me. 

Allison did not stop long enough to admire her work, or to ask me how I felt.

And how did I feel? I did look a little bit like Corey did when we saw The Shotgun Wedding Planners one time. Not exactly, but close enough. She had straight blonde hair, she was thin, and she looked completely different with and without makeup. 

I tried to remember what color eyeshadow she would wear. Blue? It definitely wasn’t purple. And her lipstick was always red. I looked a little cold with purple lipstick, yet there was something alluring about seeing me in uncommon colors. My eyes sparkled, and that was undeniable. 

“Now we’re doing club wear tonight, so put this on,” and she tossed me something black. I held it out in my hands but couldn’t figure out what direction I was supposed to be holding it.

“Is this a…what even is this?” I asked as she laughed.

“It’s a top,” she said. “Fishnet sleeves. It’ll look good with the skirt.”

The skirt. As if a completely feminine-looking face wasn’t enough, now it felt real. 

A skirt. A fishnet top. 

For me. 

Allison would prance around the house wearing stuff like this, clothing made of just a few threads. She’d walk around like it was no big deal at all. Her entire body on display, like it was totally normal. And now I had to do the same?

“I had a few ideas for outfits. I think you’ll be OK with this, and no one is going to recognize you. I have caught you staring at me in this skirt a few times, so let’s try this one first.”

“Oh my gosh, Allison, I’m not going to wear your clothes.”

“Dylan, whose clothes did you think you were going to wear? Mom’s?”

“No, but I thought it would be–”

“All new stuff? Right. Like I'm going to buy you new clothes just for this. No, you’re wearing this outfit. Leather skirt means no panty lines, so you can wear whatever you want underneath.”

“Thank God.” 

“I thought you’d like that. And you can’t wear your shoes, but I do have black ankle boots that will fit you. I can leave you here to change, and when I come back, we should be ready to go.” 

I stood in the center of the room, a fishnet top in one hand, an outfit on the couch that I could reach with the other. 

So I reached for it. The stockings were semi-opaque, not that I had much hair on my legs anyway. But I kept my boxers on under the skirt, which was short, but not so short that it showed the only thing on me that was for a man.

And thank goodness for that, because the top left nothing to the imagination. I would check out girls, Corey especially, but also, yes, I would check out Allison; how could I not? She was in my house. She was right there. She wore very little. But much of the time, I liked the clothing that concealed as much as it showed off. I liked seeing clothing that made Corey’s body stand out. As much as I liked fooling around with her, I couldn’t help but feel a little disappointment when I’d see her naked, only because there was nothing to imagine anymore.

And standing in the room wearing a leather skirt, a fishnet top, black stockings and black leather ankle boots made it clear that I wanted some imagination whether I was admiring Corey, or whether it was me. If I had seen Allison or Corey wearing this outfit, I think I’d have thought it was too much. My flat stomach was on display below the halter. The skirt rode low, and my legs looked…sexy? How could these have been my legs?

I was both attracted to myself, and repulsed at the idea of someone being attracted to me. 

I caught my reflection as I walked to the door. For as much as I looked punky, and hot, I also looked a little sad, which wasn’t the vibe I was going for. I made a kiss face at my own reflection, and slowly opened the door. 

“My God, you’re so small, even in heels,” she said, after she came back in. She had changed into a similar outfit, except with less makeup and more cleavage on display. “No wonder Corey thought she was going to break you!”

I pretended it didn’t bother me. 

But ouch. 

She looked me up and down, laughing.

“Are you enjoying this?” I asked.

“No, but it looks like you might be,” she said, pointing. I looked down at my crotch, and there, poking out ever so slightly, was the unmistakable bulge of an erection. I was more attracted to something than I thought. 

“Not very ladylike,” she grinned. 

“I’m…I’m not sure why…” I stammered, not knowing how to finish.

“Relax,” she said. “Luckily I came prepared. You just need smaller panties.”

“Smaller? No way!”

“You don’t want to be pitching a tent in your skirt, do you? You’re going to give people the wrong idea while you’re shaking your little ass around the club.”

“This is Northampton, Allison, no one will care.” 

“You’ll care if you give off the vibe that you want some action. Unless…you want some action?”

“Funny.”

“Then wear the smaller panties,” and she tossed me something. I looked at it in my hand. It was a very small, pink cotton thong. 

“There’s no way,” I said. 

“Tick tock,” he said, tapping where a watch would be on her wrist.

She was right; we didn’t have a ton of time to get back to Northampton before the concert. 

“Give me a second,” I said, sighing. 

“Gladly,” she squealed, and she went out into the hallway again. 

I dropped my boxers to the floor, and stood there, naked beneath a leather skirt. This was a bad deal, and it was getting worse. The thong I was supposed to wear looked like it would do the job, for two reasons. The first reason was because I didn’t feel well-endowed on a good day, and I wasn’t sure if this was a good day anyway.

But the second reason was that I could tell just by looking at it that the thong would fit, and that I wouldn’t have any room to get hard once I had it on.

It would do its job. 

I slipped into it, shimmied it up my legs and under my skirt, and tucked myself into it, feeling it fit snugly around my manhood, which both wanted to get hard, and couldn’t.

My boxers were the last part of my masculinity, and I was about to walk away from them for the night. They were sitting on the floor, replaced by a very small, very pink thong. 

“Knock, knock,” I heard from behind me, not having much time to process what I had just done to myself. “Dylan, we really do need to get going if we’re going to–”

She just stared at me. 

“What?” I said.

“You look cute,” she said, her face not lighting up. No smile. No twinkle in her eye. “You look…cute.” 

“You say that like it’s a bad thing,” I laughed. 

She stared at me. The ferocious look in her eye was gone.

“Holy shit,” I said. “It is a bad thing. You only wanted me to go dressed as a girl so you’d look hotter, didn’t you? So we could stand next to each other and you’d be the hot one? I was supposed to look like a dude in a dress, and you’d look better. Then you’d hook up and I’d be humiliated.” 

She didn’t say anything, but I knew that I had pressed the right button. 

I stood up, wobbled in my boots a little bit, but steadied myself enough to grab my keys, and head for the door. 

“Hey! No, wait!” she called after me. 

I kept going.
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After echoing in my heels down the hallway, I opened the side door of the building and walked out into the alley. I didn’t even care that I was out dressed as a blonde club girl; who did I know who would be out in Greenfield now anyway? Who would recognize me? I didn’t even recognize me. 

I walked next door, past the City Hall building, and past a church. Next to the church was a giant stone bench, and I sat down. I hadn’t heard Allison open the door to chase after me, so I didn’t have to go far for some space to think. She couldn’t see me from the alley, and she’d likely head to the car first anyway, so she wouldn’t be left behind. 

I had discovered her plan. Her plan was to make sure I looked worse than her, then at the show she would be able to pick someone up, probably in the band. The band would see a hot girl and a dude in a skirt, and then they’d pick the hot girl.

Except before that could happen, I became the hot girl, and she knew it. 

Who does that?

Since I looked a little like Corey, is that why Allison was friends with Corey? 

Come to think of it, she hadn’t talked about Corey in a while. Did she move on from her and needed me to be her new Corey for a night? 

My head spun with all the events of the last few hours. I went from getting excited about the show, to being depressed about not going, to having to make peace with the fact that my only way to the show was to play along with Allison’s diabolical plan. 

She was a schemer. 

She had been scheming this whole time, and I only figured it out now. 

Except it had backfired, because apparently I made for a pretty hot little club girl. 

A guy in a long-sleeved, red plaid shirt walked past me on the sidewalk, which was a little below me. His baseball cap was so flecked with white paint that I couldn’t tell what logo was on the front. I could tell he was trying to look up my skirt and I realized I needed to sit with my legs crossed. 

With my legs crossed, I dangled one foot and bounced it in time to some music I was hearing in my head. 

What the hell was I going to do now? She was clearly not an ally here, we had not connected at all, and she was not doing me a favor. 

“Hey,” I heard from my right, which was the opposite direction as the theater. She must have gone through the parking lot and doubled back. 

I just stared at her. She slowly sat next to me on the big stone bench. 

“You know, for a second I thought you were actually trying to help,” I finally said. “That you were doing something good. Like, it was really weird the way you were doing it, but I did fall for it at first.” 

She stared ahead, across the street.

“Corey and I aren’t friends anymore,” she said calmly. 

I waited for her to tell me more, and she never did.

“We’re not dating anymore,” I said. “What do you want me to do, talk to her? We don’t talk.”

“No,” she said. “I don’t want you to fix anything, Dylan. I just wanted to tell you why–”

She cut herself off.

“You wanted to tell me why you needed someone to use tonight?” 

“I wanted to tell you why I had no one to go with to the concert.” 

“And you needed someone to make you look hotter.”

“Oh, get off of it, Dylan. Why do you care if you’re hot or not? I haven’t gotten laid in three months. I was desperate. Plus I was trying to make it so you got out of the house. You’ve been moping around a lot since you and Corey broke up.” 

“Wow, much better.”

“You never knew me when I was younger, did you?”

“No, but were you an orphan? Did you pull yourself up from poverty and help Tina land my Dad?”

“No, but I was 90 pounds heavier than I am now, and I never had anybody look twice at me.”

“Corey never told me that.”

“Corey didn’t know either,” she said. “This was like when I was 12 or 13.” 

“Was that before you moved here?”

“Yeah. Back in Chicopee.”

A car drove by. 

“I’m not really your therapist, Allison,” I said. 

“I am not trying to make excuses,” she snapped. “I’m just trying to explain that I was trying to help, kind of, and then at some point I realized that you really were trusting me, and I felt bad. OK? I felt bad.”

“I’m not your priest, either.” 

“Dylan, you’re not making this easy. I’m sorry, alright? I’m sorry. I’m sorry I misled you. My mind has been everywhere the last few hours. You took my friend, now she’s not even my friend. And I had to work to become hot, and you pull it off in like fifteen minutes.”

Another car drove by.

“And you need a dick,” I said. 

“I don’t need one,” she laughed. “It’s just been a while. I feel like I’ve gotten…restless.” 

“And so you decided to seduce someone from the band I happen to like, and you needed my help.” 

“Dylan, I don’t know what I wanted. If we weren’t here doing this, what would we be doing? I’d be with theater friends who are very good at acting like they like me. You’d be at home, not allowed to hear the band, growing even more bitter and angry. So can we just go? Even if we don’t know what we want, this is better than what we’d have.” 

I don’t know how many conversations happened on this bench in front of this church, but I cannot have imagined many were quite like this one. 

“I am dressed like an absolute whore, all to hear this band.”

“I know.”

“I trusted you.”

“I know.” 

“And yet you’re the horny one.” 

“I just need something to happen.” 

“Am I going to ruin your plans?” 

“Dylan, no. I’m not sure I even have plans anymore, first of all. But no, I’m not going to parade you around so I can feel good about myself, if that’s what you mean.”

“Now it’s my turn to not know what I mean.” 

It shouldn’t matter that she was using me. It shouldn’t matter that she wanted me to be one step up from “guy in a dress” but I ended up much hotter. That shouldn’t matter, but yet it did.

Why did it matter? Was I bothered that I was hot? Or was I bothered that I was hot for no reason? 

“Can we just go, Dylan? We’re honestly going to miss this because we’re sitting on this bench. It feels like a waste to get this far but no farther.”

I sighed, stood up, and felt the cooling night air on my legs, which felt nearly naked. 

“Let’s go before I change my mind,” I said. “But this can’t be about you at this point, OK?”

“What do you mean?”

“Meaning, I know you had plans and all, but just go and see what happens. This isn’t chess, I’m not a pawn. It’s a concert, and I’m going to try and enjoy myself, even though–” and I just indicated my whole body. 

“Fine,” she stood up. “But don’t act like me wanting some action is shameful. Maybe you don’t want things badly, but I do, and that’s the part I’m not going to apologize for. No one should.” 

“Then we agree. You can want whatever you want. You just can’t use me–or anyone else–to get it.” 

Two girls in short skirts shook hands in front of a church in Greenfield, Massachusetts, and then were on their way.
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It was even cooler when we got to Pearl Street, and by the time it was our turn to go inside, I was doing the same self-hug that I used to see girls do when they wore too little clothing on their walk to or from a bar. Why doesn’t she wear more clothing? I used to sneer. 

Well, now it’s my turn. Wasn’t an option for me. Who knows what everyone else's story was. 

I could tell that guys waiting in line were staring at me, some sneaking glances so the girl they were with didn’t see them do it. Maybe they were staring at us? It’s not like I was the only one wearing clothing that barely concealed anything. 

Is this what it felt like when I’d sneak glances at Allison in the house? I did feel a little examined, but then again, it’s not like I had a lot of experience wearing a skirt to know how it was supposed to feel. 

“ID, please.”

The doorman stopped me in my tracks. Allison got out her license.

Oh, shit. My driver’s license still says my name on it, but it’ll look fake if I use it. Like I’m using some dude’s ID. Did I come all this way, and put up with all this, for nothing? 

He must have been able to read my face. 

“No ID?” he asked. 

“No,” I said, quietly, and shook my head. “I must have forgotten…”

Allison was right. It was a waste to get this far and no farther. I was in line, could hear the speakers of whatever was playing inside, and I’d have to turn around here. 

He held his hand up. “It’s fine, you have tickets, I just can’t verify you’re 21 with no ID, so I’ll have to give you a red wristband. You can’t be served.” 

“Oh,” I said, relieved, “that’s fine.” 

His gaze traveled down my whole body. “If someone buys you a drink,” he said, attaching my wristband to me, “just make sure you hold it out of view.”

“OK,” I said, and his eyes twinkled. 

“Let the record show that the doorman hit on you, and not me,” Allison deadpanned into my ear. 

“You’re just jealous,” I said as we walked in, a few minutes before the show started. 

After years of being the opening act for other bands, The Shotgun Wedding Planners decided to not have opening acts of their own. They were a high-energy band, and there were stories of bands asking them to tone it down so that they didn’t show up the headlining act. So if it said 8pm on the ticket, they’d take the stage right around then. 

We were only in the clubroom for a few minutes before the house lights went down and all five band members walked out on stage to cheering: Ed “Squid” Schiller, the drummer, who sometimes played so fast it looked like he had multiple arms; Dakota Fleming, bassist, whose Wikipedia page had no birth year and very little about his childhood, fueling all kinds of rumors that he had been incarcerated; lead singer Joss Hackley, whose gauged earlobes had gone up a size since last time I saw the band; rhythm guitarist Delaney Bemboom, who used to wear a wedding band and was rumored to be dating Dakoda Fleming; and finally, the most talented member of the band, lead guitarist Johnny Dill.

Who walked out onstage in black leather pants and a fishnet tanktop. 

Who picked up his guitar, faced the crowd, waved, and then locked eyes with me, four or five rows away from the stage. Allison saw it too. She grabbed my elbow. Johnny looked down at his own outfit, smiled, and gave me a thumb’s up. 

Then they launched right into “Hold On To the Survivors” just as Allison looked at me and yelled “that’s twice, you slut!” 

The room was loud. I felt the drums in my stomach, felt my ears pulse with each chord, and felt the bass in my…panties? 

What? It was like there was a sexual charge to the music that I never noticed before, or that never had access to me before. But tonight, since I was in a skirt, it could reach right up and do whatever it wanted. 

And I did whatever I wanted or whatever it wanted me to do, which was to move. Corey got me out of my shell a few shows ago, which made my last concert much more enjoyable. This time, I was moving almost immediately, not that I had much choice. 

This was unlike any other time I had gone to one of their shows. This was relentless. For almost an hour, each song blended right in with the next. There were no pauses for us to cheer, there was no downtime. Song after song, the band blending from one to the other in ways I had never heard before. Allison and I moved, dancing together, not as adversaries, not as mostly angry stepsiblings, but as two sexy bodies.

Was she feeling this? Could I ever admit to feeling this?

Could I ever go back to hearing them without feeling this? 

There’d be a steady beat and I would feel it between my legs, a hard, animal-like pulsing that distracted me from the lyrics. They could have been new for all I could tell. All I knew was that this band was playing music that entered my body, played with me like a doll, and made every inch of my skin crackle with want.

Is this why Corey reached her hand into my pants that one time? If she felt even a fraction of what I was feeling, I understood why she reached out. She was probably hoping I’d do it right back to her. 

I should have done it right back to her. I got it now. 

This was already a high energy show, and I was feeling it flow through everyone around me. Some dude in a Pantera t-shirt had his hands on my hips at one point as we danced. A guy in a black polo stood behind me, maybe hoping I’d grind into him, but he left when I didn’t. A huge guy with a stringy beard put his hands on my arms as we danced. Each time someone touched me or tried to dance with me, Allison would yank me away.

Would she have done that if the guy trying to dance with me was hot? Or would she have tried to move in and take him for herself? 

It didn’t matter; the music kept coming. For almost an hour. 

Until the outro to “The Boy Who Failed the Tribe” ended, Joss said they’d be back in a few minutes, and house lights came back on. 

I had been strung along on the edge of something that took hold of me and did not let go. It was a rollercoaster, a literal shaking of my body in time with the music, music I had listened to before but never felt. 

And for now, it was over. 

I still tingled from the first set. 

I throbbed.

I felt every nerve in my body and its connection to the pulse in my underwear. 

“That was great!” Allison yelled a little too loudly, and before I could reply, she yelled “I’ll be right back!”

I was left to feel the last of the music leave my body in the middle of the floor as people all around me started filing out the door, talking to one another. 

Now what? Allison didn’t say where she was going, and not only did I not know anyone here, I didn’t want to risk having someone think that standing by myself meant that I was interested in talking to someone.

I needed to get out of here, fast. 

A few people were going upstairs where the bar was, just outside the ballroom where bigger shows were usually played. The rumors on the message boards were that sales were so good, that next year the band would be playing even larger venues than this, and they’d skip the ballroom entirely. I’d probably never get to see them in a small, close setting like this again.

Tickets would be more expensive, the crowds would be larger. Even if they played close to Western Massachusetts, would I want to go see them as often?

Would I want to go see them at all? While they were a huge part of the last few years of my life, I had to admit that there really was something magical about listening to a great band before they got popular, and a lot of the allure disappeared once they were a lot more well-known. 

As much as I couldn’t picture myself not listening to these guys, I couldn’t rule anything out. 

I followed people up to the bar, hoping to catch my breath and make sense of what just happened. 

There were some people working in the ballroom, probably getting it ready for whatever show was going to be played next. 

“You waiting for someone, or are you here by yourself?” I heard behind me. It was the bartender, a guy in his mid-twenties with two full sleeves of what looked like Marvel tattoos. He was significantly better looking than any of the guys who tried to dance with me. 

Where was he twenty minutes ago? 

“No, just checking it out,” I said. 

“I can’t serve you,” he said, nodding with his chin towards my wristband.

“Oh, it’s fine,” I said. “I’m not here to drink.” 

“Oh?” he said, raising his eyebrows. “You like these guys then?”

“Yeah, they’re my favorite band,” I said. “I’ve seen them here before. I’ve also seen them in Worcester, and Albany, and Boston. Oh, and Providence.”

“Nice,” he said. “I hear them whenever they’re in town. And I saw them at Rage Fest last year.”

“You went to Rage Fest?” 

“Yeah,” he said. “I worked it, though.” 

“You like them too?”

“They’re OK,” he said. “It’s not really my thing. But the band is cool. Unlike their manager.” 

“I don’t know the manager.”

“Chadwick Dalgliesh. He’s right over there.”

The bartender pointed to a guy in a black dress shirt and dress pants, with an expensive-looking silver watch. His shirt was open a little at the top, and he was very tan, and very muscular. So that was the guy I needed to talk to to get backstage passes, and in my head, I was already figuring out what to say when I approached him.

Except there was one problem: Chadwick was talking to Dan Cherrington.
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Thank goodness that Dan was facing away from me, and so there was no risk–yet–that he’d recognize me in my disguise. 

“Next to Dan Cherrington?” I heard myself say. 

“Oh, you know Dan?”

Oh, shit. The other Dylan answered that question, not the me that was standing here.

“No, I don’t. I just know he does lighting here,” I lied. “I’ve seen him here before, and someone told me who he was.”

“Sound. He does sound here, not lighting. But Chadwick is probably throwing his weight around now that the band is getting bigger and they probably won’t play here any more. Demanding all kinds of shit. That’s how I met him. He only talks to me when he wants free drinks.” 

Allison was nowhere to be found. If I left to go back downstairs and find her, then there was no guarantee that Chadwick would still be there when I got back. Plus, how much longer was intermission going to be, anyway?

No, if someone was going to try and get backstage passes from Chadwick, it was going to have to be me. 

One problem: Dan Cherrington. There’s no way I could walk over and introduce myself to Chadwick with Dan standing there, and I didn’t want to look weird walking partway over and then hovering nearby, waiting for Dan to leave. That would probably attract his attention, the opposite of what I wanted to do. 

As I stood there and thought, I heard a sigh from behind me. 

It was the bartender.

“You owe me,” he said, filling a pint glass with beer from one of the taps. 

“I’m sorry?” I said.

“I said, you owe me. Here’s your shot. Hey Dan!” he called over, holding up the glass. Dan turned around and looked at him. “Got a beer for you.” 

Dan said his goodbyes to Chadwick and started to walk towards the bar. I spun and stared, wide-eyed, at the bartender. This was my chance, but why did he give it to me? 

“Go,” he said through his teeth as Dan got closer. “Be safe.” 

I spun off the bar so Dan wouldn’t see me and walked to where Chadwick was still standing. 

I hoped that by the time I got to him, I’d know what to say. 

I started talking before I knew if I did or not. 

“Excuse me,” I said. “Are you Chadwick?”

“Yeah?” he said, taking all of me in. He lingered on my legs, and wasn’t even trying to hide it. “Who’s asking?”

“I’m Dylan,” I said. “I heard you’re the band’s manager. I’m here with my sister, and we’re huge fans. I’ve been to a bunch of their shows, and they’re my favorite band.”

He laughed. “You and everyone else here, hon.” 

He looked around behind me, and that’s when I got a whiff of his cologne.

I don’t think it smelled great, but it did smell expensive. And there was a lot of it, like a cloud that stayed around him. 

“So, um, I was wondering, is there a way for me–us, really–to be able to meet the band? Like, are there backstage passes or something we could buy?”

“Buy?” He laughed. “Sweetie, they really aren’t for sale. I mean, yeah, I have ways of getting people backstage, but it’s not really about who can afford it, or who deserves it the most.”

“What’s it about then?”

“It’s about who you are, whether you look like you can hang with the band or not, that kind of thing.”

“And what do I look like?”

“What do you look like?” He leaned back a little, and took a long time to look at me. “Cute girl, nice body, no tits, dressed for action. So yeah, you look like you can hang with the band, but can you?”

“I think so.” 

“You think so?” he grinned.

“I know I can.”

“Look, you’re a cute girl and all, and I’m glad the band has your support, but that’s not really how this works. It’s not like fans get rewards points or something, like this is a department store.” He sniffed. 

“How does it work then?” 

“Well for one, it’s not really about what the band wants. Any backstage passes are in my pocket. So it’s about what I want.”

“And what do you want?”

“I like blondes,” he said, and he reached out and touched my hair, rubbing it between his fingers. 

What did Allison say to me earlier? If I get backstage passes and all I have to do is floss with some dude’s dick, you’d better believe I’m going to do it. And don’t act like you wouldn’t accept a backstage pass if I gave you one.

How could she be so cavalier about it? How could she act like the act of sucking someone off wasn’t intimate? Something that people do who actually like each other? 

“What about brunettes?” I asked.

“Not brunettes. Blondes. And I’ve seen a couple nice ones here tonight, which got me a little worked up, if you know what I mean.”

“I do know what you mean. And I know a brunette who can give you what you want if you just wait a second.”

Why did she have to leave me and go off on her own? 

“You’re maybe not hearing me,” he said, sniffing again. “I said I like blondes. Cute ones in skirts, in fact. You know anyone like that, you come back and let me know. But I have brunettes all over. What I don’t have are blondes. They don’t even have to be natural blondes. As long as they’re blondes, like, tonight.” 

Allison wasn’t going to save me. 

But maybe her attitude might. 

No one was going to recognize me, right? And these guys were going to leave town, never to return, ready to play better and bigger venues? And next time I’d see them–if there was a next time–I’d be regular old me, right? And all I’d need to do with this guy was suck him off, and I’d get what I wanted? And he wasn’t ever going to come chasing after me for a relationship or find out who I am without the skirt and makeup? 

So what the fuck was stopping me from doing something where there were no real consequences for having an adventure? 

“Where?” I said, eyebrows raised. 

“Yeah? You feel like getting that purple lipstick a little messy? Good girl. Right down here,” and he nodded towards the ballroom. 

We walked towards the stage, and I walked in front of him. I figured if he thought I looked good in the skirt, why not give him a show?

He held a door open for me–what a gentleman–and we found ourselves in a small sound room just off the stage. It felt strange to have no background noise. 

“Much better,” he said. The cloud of cologne followed us to the soundroom. 

I loved it when Corey would do this to me; I could probably figure it out. I knew what I liked, and if I assumed all guys would like it, then I was fine getting a few backstage passes out of it. 

I dropped to my knees, and he backed up against the door he had just closed. 

“Go ahead, baby,” he said, unbuckling his belt and opening the front of his pants. “Let’s see what you’ve got.” 

I didn’t know what I had yet, but I could tell what he had. And what he had was a giant cock, already sticking almost straight out of his pants. It was as big around as a beer can, and once it sprang to attention from his pants, I could tell that it was heavy enough to leave a bruise if it hit me in the face. 

I definitely wasn’t packing something like this in my pants. And speaking of, as soon as I wrapped my hand around the warmth of Chadwick’s cock, I felt my own jump a little in the confines of my pink panties. 

The part of me that was deep inside, that opened up once the music started playing? That part was still there. 

I gave the tip a little lick and watched it flex. 

I licked the underside of his shaft, slowly, the whole length, and watched the tip bounce again as it flexed once more. 

All I had to do was follow Corey’s playbook, and these were her first two plays. Which meant I was onto the third, and I closed my eyes, taking the whole, massive head into my mouth and sliding it in as far as it would go. 

Chadwick let out a low groan, and I felt a little squirt hit my tongue; I had already coaxed a drop of pre cum out of him. This guy wasn’t kidding: he really was ready for a blonde. 

And he got one. And part of me was still shocked that it was me he got, but I was just trying to keep up with where my body wanted to go. 

My body was still alive with the electric charge from the music of the first set, and it was easy to bob my head in time with the music that I still felt all over. One, two, three, four…onnnnnnnneeeeee, ttttwwwooooo, one, two, three, four, onnnnnnnneeeeee, ttttwwwooooo, and that pattern was enough to keep me going in the otherwise silent room. 

He was arching his back against the wall, sticking himself straight into me, straining to get as much of himself into my throat. 

And I let him. 

I cupped his balls the way Corey had done, gently pulling downward as I sucked. I slowed the pattern but kept it the same, swirling my tongue around his head when I needed to give my jaw a break. 

“Jesus fuck,” he breathed as I started to speed up again. 

I badly wanted to let my own little dick out of my skirt, but I couldn’t risk anything. Whatever I did to Chadwick, I felt myself. I wasn’t just driving him up the wall he tried to brace himself against; I was bringing myself back to the edge and keeping myself there. 

With every bob of my head, I felt his legs get more and more tense. With every bob of my head I felt myself get closer to the top of the rollercoaster, and I knew that somewhere up ahead the bottom would fall out and I’d crash into the unknown. 

I reached it first. I jackhammered my head and felt him stiffen, just as I felt a jolt of pleasure radiate out from between my legs, and I helplessly spasmed an orgasm that couldn’t do anything but fill my panties. A few spasms into my own climax, I felt Chadwick go slack and the first blast of his cum hit me in the back of the throat. 

I pumped my head until he stopped cumming, and I rode out my own orgasm. 

“God damn,” he said, running his hands through his hair as I popped his head out of my mouth and looked up at him from my purple, sparkly eyes. “Maybe you are ready to party with the band,” he said, catching his breath. 

Detaching myself to get what I wanted was surprisingly easy. It helped, of course, that it seemed my body had a mind of its own, and that I clearly enjoyed what I was doing. Enjoyed it enough where I knelt through the most explosive orgasm I had ever had, and at no point did I touch myself, nor did I get hard.

What kind of orgasm was that? What kind of guy came in his pants–excuse me, his panties–without touching himself and without getting hard? 

It was just a body. Just two bodies. There was no spark, there was no nothing. It was a transaction, right out of Allison’s life. It was quick, it was me.

And why did I climax? Why did I finish, smooth my skirt, take my backstage passes, wink at him, and feel what I felt? 

I walked down the stairs back to the clubroom, feeling myself squish in my cum-soaked panties as I took each step. 

Allison was waiting by the door back to the clubroom. 

I held up the two passes.

“Shut up!” she shrieked, taking one from me and looking at it up close. “How did you get these?”

“Oh, you know,” I said, trying to make it seem like I negotiated for them instead of what I actually did. 

“At first I thought that the strong cologne smell was someone near me,” she sniffed. “But that’s you, isn’t it?”

“Yeah, well, I had to get close enough to someone where now I smell like them.” 

“I’ll bet,” she grinned, tilting her head to one side. “Do I want to smell your breath too?” 

Hopefully it was too dark for her to see me blushing, because I felt like I was.


7

I had made a mess between my own legs, and while it gave me physical release, it did not seem to give me emotional release, because once Johnny launched into the opening riff of “A Bomb for Every Island,” I was right back in the middle of the electric state that I was in after the first set. 

I already wanted more. 

With Corey, I’d have to wait a while after I climaxed before I was ready again. But this? This was immediate. I was ready again as soon as the lights went down and I felt the music make its way through me once more. 

After the first set, I thought nothing of taking Chadwick in the sound room and earning my backstage passes. What was the second set going to bring? 

So far it was bringing a song that wasn’t my favorite, but that I could now appreciate as having a great beat. They repeated the first verse, though, so already something was different in a night full of differences. 

Somewhere in the second verse, Allison grabbed my hand and shouted “scraggly beard guy is back. Let’s go!” and she dragged me forward, towards the stage. I don’t know how she found space to get closer, but she did, and before I knew what had happened, we were next to each other, leaning up against the railing that created a little bit of distance between the stage and the crowd. 

Johnny was right above me as his solo was about to start. 

One reason this wasn’t my favorite song was that they played it every show, and when they did, the song was exactly the same as the album version. Note-for-note, the solo was the same. On the album it was four minutes and thirty-four seconds long, and that’s how it seemed every time I saw a show. 

Except tonight. They had already been playing it for five or six minutes before the solo started, and I looked up in awe at Johnny’s hands moving over the fretboard of the guitar. 

This solo was completely new. Every note of it was brand-new. I looked over at Allison, but of course, she wouldn’t have known what was happening since she wasn’t a fan already. Plus, she was leaning down over the railing, obviously making sure Johnny saw her cleavage. 

Again I figured out her reason for helping me: her dragging me up here had nothing to do with scraggly beard guy and it had everything to do with her trying to get Johnny Dill to stare at her breasts. 

Which you couldn’t miss. 

And which I did not have. 

I turned and looked back at Johnny, basically performing a solo right in front of me. Allison was cheering, but I was enthralled. I could almost feel the thrum of the guitar on my body as I stood just a few feet away from where the music was coming from. 

This solo was one of the fastest solos I’d ever heard, from any band. I couldn’t believe how off-script this was from every other show I’d been to. Suddenly the song was completely different, almost like it was a new song. 

During a slight slowdown in the solo, I glanced up at Johnny. 

He was staring directly at me. As he played. 

What? How long had he been doing that? How much of this solo was being played with him looking at me and me having no idea? And why was he even looking at me if Allison and her cleavage were right next to me? 

The rest of the song soared, and by the end it was no longer a song about having someone get rid of the land behind you as you venture farther out to sea to drown, but rather a song about going somewhere new and never needing to use the path behind you again. Joss even seemed to be improvising another verse to the song about how there were never any islands, and how did he get out in the ocean, and what does he do now that he can swim in any direction and ride any wave? 

And then things moved instantly into the next song, and the next, and the next, and the second set was the same as the first: an hour of near-continuous music, and I felt every note of it, only this time I was so close to the band I wondered if I’d ever feel a drop of someone’s sweat hit my body. Because they were sweaty, and I had a lot of skin showing. 

When the opening riff of “Power Up the Killswitch” began, we all felt we were reaching the end, and I zoned out during the guitar solo to close my eyes and feel the swells within me that turned my barely-dressed body into a metronome that only I could feel. 

This experience went from something I didn’t want to miss, to something I couldn’t do, to something I needed to compromise on, to something I didn’t want to end. 

I was thrilled, I was worked up, I was exhausted.  

The ending of “Power Up the Killswitch” has the line “There ain’t no money in bein’ niiiiiiiiice.” and when they reached that point of the song, the band slowly put down their instruments, one by one, until it was just the crowd singing that line, over and over again. Even Allison sang, though it was likely the only lyrics she knew. 

Who cares?  

It was a perfect way to end the show. For as much as I loved this band, and for as much as I wanted the night to keep going, there was something magical about the way that song ended, and part of me knew, deep down, that no encore could top it. The band stood on stage, waving as we cheered, and some people started shouting “more! More!” for an encore, and I held my breath.

I wanted the sounds of the crowd singing the chorus to be in my ears forever as the last thing I heard at the show. 

The band seemed to agree with me, because they left the stage to cheers, taking their instruments with them, and they ran out the clubroom door, then up the stairs. 

The house lights came on again. That was it. The show was over. 

The crowd noise quieted down almost instantly as everyone realized that there wouldn’t be an encore, but no one seemed disappointed; they just started moving around and heading outside, maybe to cool off, maybe for a cigarette. 

And I felt like a mess. Not because I looked bad, but because I felt like I had just sat through two hours of foreplay and even had an orgasm that didn’t satisfy me in the slightest because I was ready to burst. 

But it did get me two backstage passes.

“Do we go upstairs now?” Allison asked, as if reading my mind. 

We darted out the door and up the stairs. I wanted to thank the bartender for his favor earlier, but no one was at the bar, so we walked into the ballroom, and up to the stage. The band was probably in the rooms behind the stage, and so that’s where we headed, our passes in hand. 

They were precious, they were important, and when the overweight guy at the door unceremoniously tore them in half and kept them in his massive, oversized palm, we felt a little let down. 

But we were in. 

I knew Allison was on the prowl, and she disappeared as soon as we walked to where the dressing rooms were, four of them, right in a row, all with doors closed. There was an open, well-lit area beyond them, and I could make out the edge of a couch and a pair of men’s shoes.

I knew the shoes. I had drooled on them earlier with the owner’s dick in my mouth. 

I did not want to follow Allison back there, and did not want to see Chadwick again, despite how I felt. 

How did I feel?

I felt like I had a sopping-wet crotch of cum. 

I felt like I had a throbbing ball of desire thrust inside me that needed to be destroyed from the inside out. 

I felt like I had been cranked to the point that my gears couldn’t take another turn, and I was waiting for something to nudge me just far enough where I’d unwind, uncontrollably. 

If I went back there, would I unwind with Chadwick again? Would he think that’s why I was there? As much as I didn’t want his cologne on me again, I’m not sure I would have stopped him. 

I did have another choice, though: did I see what’s behind Door Number One? 

“Hey!” I heard behind me. I spun around.

Walking towards me from down the hallway was Johnny Dill.
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“Glad to run into you here. Nice outfit.” He held up his hand for a high-five, which  did. His hands were huge. “What’s your name?”

“Dylan,” I said quietly.

“Dylan,” he said, grabbing my hand and twirling me around. “You got a tight little body, Dylan. I saw you down there. Glad I was making you move like that. It’s why I play, to make people feel it.”

My God did I feel it is what I thought. 

“Didn’t think you noticed me,” is what I said. 

“Oh, because of your chesty friend?” He laughed, then lowered his voice.  “She was trying a little too hard, don't you think?” 

“A little, yeah,” I laughed back. 

“Sometimes people try too hard. You get used to it when you do stuff like this. It’s the quiet ones that always get you, though.”

“She was kind of on a mission.” 

“She’s back there,” and he nodded his head towards the room I couldn’t see at the end of the hallway. “When you didn’t come back with her, I decided to see if you were here. Happy I did.” 

“That was a great show.”

“Oh, thanks. It was a lot of fun. You guys were great.” 

Even though I had just spent two hours in the same room as him, including one hour standing beneath him as he played on stage, he seemed bigger now that I was standing right next to him. He had twirled me around like I was nothing. 

“How…long were you playing that solo while looking at me?”

God, Dylan, you’re an idiot. 

“I don’t know. The whole time? I don’t really pay attention to that stuff. I really just was looking around, playing what I felt.”

“Don’t you normally play the solo from the album? That’s what I remember from the other times I’ve seen you guys.”

“Yeah, actually. So you’ve seen us before?”

“A few times,” I said. I could tell I was beaming. 

“Cool!” he said. “Yeah, I really liked the way that solo came out on the album, so I usually play it that way. Tonight just seemed…different.”

“It felt different,” I said. “Like, how you blended all the songs together, too.”

He laughed. “We didn’t plan that! Swear to God. It just happened after the first couple songs, and I think everyone just thought ‘let’s keep doing this.’”  

We stood around awkwardly for a second that felt like an hour. 

“Listen,” he said. “We’re hitting the bus to Albany in a little bit, but I was going to chill in my room before our manager shoved us off. You’re welcome to join me.”

I had three thoughts all at the same time:

The first was that Chadwick gave me backstage passes he knew I wasn’t going to be able to use. Asshole. 

The second was that I almost said “Oh, Chadwick?” when he mentioned their manager, which would have been bad because then Johnny would wonder how I knew that.

And third was that yes, I did want to hang out in the dressing room, even for just a few minutes. My gears were still stuck. I didn’t know if I wanted men, but I was in awe of this one. 

Those three thoughts got jumbled up and came out of my mouth as “wwwhhhyeah.” 

Was I adding “turn into a bumbling idiot in front of Johnny Dill” to my list of accomplishments tonight?

Luckily he laughed, and that set me a little at ease as he opened his dressing room door and held it open for me. 

It looked nothing like the dressing room at Hawks & Reed earlier that night. Johnny’s dressing room was…empty. 

Or close to empty. There was a worn black leather couch on one wall, a couple guitar cases on the floor, a folding table with a mirror on it, and a small Army-green duffel bag on the couch. 

“We don’t stay at the Ritz,” he said. “But hey, maybe we will soon? Here, have a seat,” and he moved the duffel bag onto the floor. 

I sat my leather skirt on the leather couch, and he paced back and forth, drumming his fingers on his leg.

“Sorry,” he said. “I always need to come down a little after a show. Sometimes it takes a while to stop moving and I don’t know what to do with my energy.” 

I could think of something, came out of my brain before I could control it. 

Who the hell was I anymore?

“It’s OK,”  said, crossing my legs and squeezing my package tight between my thighs. “I haven’t stopped moving since the show started. It feels good to sit.” 

My body has to let go of this tension, my brain said again. 

“I could use a drink,” he said. “Was the bar still running when you came up?”

“No, it’s shut down.”

“Shit,” he said. “OK, hang on. I’m going next door to Dakota and Delaney’s room.”

He ducked out of the room and I heard a door open, leaving me sitting alone on a couch in a bare dressing room. If Dakota and Delaney shared a dressing room, they probably were together. How many fans knew that? Not many. 

I got up and walked to the folding table to look at myself in the mirror. Still a worked-up, purple-eyed, blonde club chick, though I could tell there was something behind my own eyes now. What was that? I felt like the music had stopped but the throbbing within me was still going. 

I wasn’t hearing any talking from down the hall, so what was Allison up to? I could probably guess. This whole night was amazing, all thanks to her scheming. I had her voice echoing in my head as I got down on my knees for Chadwick earlier, and now, standing in Johnny’s dressing room, pulsing from within and craving some kind of release, I could only think about her saying that girls can want things, that she won’t apologize for it. 

She was probably off with someone, not apologizing for it right now. 

Then it hit me. That’s what was behind my eyes: want. Allison was a girl who wanted things. She said so herself: she just wanted something to happen. At that moment, I was a girl who wanted something to happen. Who needed something to happen. And who cares if it was “want” or “need”? I had followed its lead for hours and it hadn’t steered me wrong. In fact, it was a voice I had never listened to before, but it was in charge of the most magical night of my life. 

I may not have wanted to be an engineer, or to live with my stepmother, but I was allowed to want something else. Like whatever this was. 

And right then I wanted to have whatever had built up in my body, whatever was stored up and making me tingle all over, to be let out. However it took to get it out. 

Suddenly I felt a hand on my ass, then saw Johnny’s face join mine in the mirror. 

“Sorry to startle you,” he said, slowly rubbing his hand and giving my ass a squeeze. “You were giving me a show. I was wondering what you were doing.” 

I pushed back into him. 

He set a backpack down on the table and grabbed my hips with both hands. 

“I grabbed what they call their Road Kit,” he said. “I thought I saw an airplane bottle of vodka earlier, but you know what it was? Lube.”

“We shouldn’t drink that,” I whispered as his hand slipped down my leg, then started working its way up my inner thigh. He locked eyes with me in the mirror the whole time. I wondered who would blink first. 

“Well look at that, you little minx,” he said, rubbing my inner thigh all the way up to where my legs met. “Looks like you got a little action already, huh? You’ve got cum literally dripping out of you right now.” 

I could see my reflection, and how much I blushed. 

I blinked first. 

“I don’t really do sloppy seconds,” he said, still rubbing my smooth inner thigh, tantalizingly close to where I had been throbbing for hours. “Unless…”

“Unless what?” I was so close to getting off, and I knew it, and yet it could all go wrong here…

“Unless there’s another way you like working that body of yours.” 

Thanks to Dakota and Delaney’s Road Kit, we found that way. 

Before I knew it, my legs were spread apart, my skirt was over my hips, my thong was tugged off to one side, and Johnny was behind me, managing to tease my entire body simply by rubbing the head of his slick erection between my cheeks. 

With Chadwick I needed music in my head to give me the rhythm I needed; with Johnny I just let it happen, and did whatever felt right. With Chadwick I had to do what Corey had done; with Johnny I had no guide. But really, I didn’t have to do much, because he bent me over the table, and slowly pressed himself into me, and as soon as he did, the built-up desire inside of me knew it finally, after hours of agony, had an escape just within reach. 

My whole body fluttered when he entered. I clenched when he pressed himself further in. 

I gasped when he reached as far as he was going to go, and I shuddered when he started to withdraw and do it all over again. 

He went slowly at first, maybe aware that as he slid in I tensed up, bracing myself for what it was going to do as it worked its way in. Maybe he could tell that I didn’t need to be played fast yet and needed to be warmed up. But whatever the reason, he waited until he could feel me relax and lower myself from my tiptoes, and only then did he start going faster. 

Anyone walking into the room at that moment would have seen me, bent over, with Johnny fucking me from behind. They would have seen my face in the mirror from where they stood. There would have been no doubt that it was me. 

Me. It was my mouth that was stuck open, gasping as he worked his whole length in and out of me, hitting something deep inside that was triggering unimaginable pleasure. 

And that something needed only five of Johnny’s strokes before it started giving me the unmistakable signs that I was getting close to climaxing and was not going to be able to stop the floodgates once they opened. Five. 

“I am…so close,” I whispered, standing straighter and feeling his hand slide to my stomach, where he braced himself. I raised my arms and put them behind his neck as he quickened his pace. “Don’t stop, God don’t stop.”

“You were so ready for me, huh?” he breathed as he kept going, now hitting a completely different spot inside me.

For the second time that night, I hit the point of no return without needing to touch myself. I felt myself get wound up tighter and tighter, and as he slammed into me with each long, fast stroke, I felt something give out, and behind my closed eyes, I saw a fireworks show. In my body, I felt a wave crest and explode, and my entire body went slack, and I helplessly felt myself spasm in my panties again, pulse after pulse of my orgasm re-filling my panties with warm cum.

“Oh God,” I whimpered.

“Keep going, girl,” he breathed, as he pumped faster and faster, using me for his pleasure now. With a hand on my shoulder he more aggressively pumped, and I felt another wave rise within me, and grow bigger, and more swollen, until it too burst everywhere and my thighs crackled with energy as I again pulsed inside the crotch of my pink thong, only this time nothing came out. 

“I’m gonna cum,” he whispered, and pumped harder, and I clenched as tight as I could, feeling myself close around his thickness, and a third wave began to grow, and grow some more, and I felt him straighten his arms and tense his arms as I felt him spasm, and the first spurt of his orgasm hit me somewhere deep inside. A third warm wave broke over me as he began to cum, and my legs couldn’t take it anymore. My hips bucked, my legs gave out, and I had to lean down on the table as my lower body shook uncontrollably through my third orgasm.

I would not survive a fourth, and I lowered myself to the floor. 

He stood above me, bracing himself on the table with his hands, his cock above me, dripping cum, drops of it landing in my hair. 

“Oh my God,” he said, holding out his hand to help me up off the floor. 

Before I could take his hand, there were three sharp knocks on the door. 

“Johnny! Bus is going to leave. Let’s go.”

“Fucking Chadwick,” Johnny said, fixing his pants as fast as he could, then grabbing me by the arm and lifting me to my feet. 

I wouldn’t have been able to stand if he hadn’t been holding me.

He held me in his arms and kissed me on the forehead, and I felt his heart pounding in his chest. My own heart was pounding to its own rhythm, not the rhythm of any song. 

I don’t know how long he held me, but he did it until three more knocks made him stop.   

“Albany’s not far,” he said, pulling something out of his duffel bag and leaving it on the table.

It was two tickets. 

“Maybe I’ll see you tomorrow?” 

“I’d like that,” I said, and he walked off down the hall to get on the bus, leaving me behind to lower my skirt, fix my thong, and catch my breath. 

Just like that, the want inside me was gone, replaced with exhaustion, with contentment, and with something that felt final. 

So what would happen now that I could swim in any direction and ride any wave?

***

“Pssst!” I heard from the bushes as I wobbled my way to where I parked the car.

Allison stepped into the moonlight from between two cars. 

“Hey,” I said. “I’m sorry, I tried waiting, but…”

“It’s fine,” and she held her hand up. “I remembered you had no phone. I got…held up anyway.”

Her hair was a mess. 

“You look like you had…a time.” 

“I did,” she said, rubbing her ass. “But Squid likes to spank.”

I opened my mouth to say something, but decided against it. Whether I did worse, or she did worse, we didn’t need to debate it. 

I held up the tickets to the show in Albany. 

“As long as you don’t ask how I got these,” I said, “I do have tickets to their show in Albany if you want to take a little road trip.” 

She laughed and held up two tickets of her own. 

“Albany?” I asked.

She nodded. 

“Let’s just say I found them,” she said. 

“I found mine too.”

“What are we going to do with four tickets to tomorrow’s show?”

“We could sell two, make a little money.” 

“It’s almost midnight,” she said. “We should go get your phone, or else your Dad is going to realize you’re scamming him.”

I started the car and put on my blinker, though the street was empty. I had the taste of one man’s cum in my mouth, my own in my panties, and someone else’s in my hair. 

At that moment, Allison grabbed my hair and lifted it closer to her face.

“Why is this clumping?” she asked. “Do I want to know what this is?” 

“Probably not,” I said, as I turned into the street. 

“Eh,” she shrugged. “It’s a drag queen’s wig. Probably not the only time someone had to wash cum out of it.” 

She said it so matter-of-factly, and I felt my crotch purr with the still-fresh memory of how the last few hours went. 

“Well,” Allison said, turning to me as I drove off. “What do you want to wear to tomorrow’s concert?”
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