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“Fuck this,” said Cory, putting down his guitar.

“What are you doing?” asked Traiton.

“She’s gagging for it, can’t you see?” Cory said, unfastening his belt.

Elara sat forwards, ravenously awaiting the reveal.  Traiton was her prize, but she’d settle for either of the other two.

In no time at all Cory was wielding his hard cock and bringing it to Elara’s hungry mouth.  She raced over it and hummed, cupping her tits as she sucked deep.

“Sod this,” said Dex, and he stepped out from behind his keyboard and started to take down his jeans.

Suddenly Elara was faced with two stiff cocks.  She’d never been in this situation before, but like every other moment in her life, she was determined not to waste it.

She raced Dex into her mouth in Cory’s stead, slurping along his length until she’d given it the same treatment as the guitarist’s.

Traiton stood watch as Elara switched between cocks, keeping them both stiff and wet.  She tackled them with ease, but between sucks she looked beyond Cory and Dex at Traiton.

“Come on,” she said.

Traiton shook his head in resignation as Elara tugged Cory and Dex into her mouth together.  She smothered the tips of their cocks at her lips, racing her tongue around their bulbous crowns.

“Let’s see if these still work,” said Dex, and he started to squeeze at Elara’s full tits.

The milk was ready and waiting, and it sprang from the nipple in a fine spray that struck Dex’s legs.

“Who needs music?” asked Dex, removing his clothes.

Elara looked at the tattoos that adorned his body and watched as his handsome face descended towards her tits.  She leaned back on the couch and Dex followed, keeping his mouth latched on her breast.

“You too, Cory,” she said, beckoning Cory forward.

Cory undressed, and his wiry, athletic body made his hard cock look even bigger.  He knelt against the couch and joined his bandmate on Elara’s big tits, drinking in her nectar like it was ambrosia from the gods.

That left only one place for Traiton, and it was the one he would have chosen above all others.  He stalked towards Elara and dropped to his knees between her open legs.

“Let’s get these off,” he said confidently, reaching under her skirt for her tiny panties.

Elara lifted her butt and felt her sticky panties peel off her sex as Traiton rolled them down her legs.

“Fuck,” he hushed, staring at the webbing cum that spread across Elara’s pussy lips.

Cory and Dex were too busy feasting to look.  Their eyes stayed closed, and each of them worked a hand over their cocks, keeping themselves stiff.

Elara felt the milk rush through her nipple.  It delighted her insides and seemed to make her pussy flow with cream too.

Traiton had noticed.  He saw the steady, delicious ooze of cum rolling out of her sex and moved his mouth to catch it.

“Yes!” burst Elara, scrunching the hair of Dex and pressing his head against her.
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Elara Honeydew stood at the front of the crowd, bopping her head and losing herself as ‘Scinth’ rocked out in front of her.

The experimental avant-pop group were her favorite band, and Elara had saved up for months to be able to afford the front-row experience.

Her attendance wasn’t lost on lead singer Traiton Jones, who nodded encouragingly to Elara’s bouncing dance as her big tits threatened to spill out of her tank top.

“I love you, Traiton!” she shouted over the noise.

He smiled at Elara and danced over to keyboard player Dex, whispering something in his ear as the synthetic bars hummed over the audience.

Dex looked up and Elara gave him an enthusiastic wave that showcased exactly what Traiton had just told him about.

He nodded with approval and soon guitarist Cory was looking over to see what his fellow bandmates were excited about.

It didn’t take him long to pick out Elara in the crowd.  The beautiful blonde bombshell would have caught his eye without the juicy pair of breasts that danced on her chest, but their addition was more than welcome.  He looked over at Traiton and Dex and put his thumb up.

In quiet agreement, the trio returned to their instruments, with Traiton throat-singing into the microphone as the audience wowed at his talents.

Elara was in her element.  She was high on the occasion, and at twenty-two she had a lust for life that saw her grasp every opportunity and squeeze the experience until there was nothing left for her to gain.

She rocked out to the remainder of the performance, and as the trio came to the end of their encore she called out for them.

“Take me backstage!” she yelled, and across the rumble and roar of the audience, Traiton heard her sonorous voice.

He focused on Elara and every other noise seemed to fade away.

“Take me backstage, Traiton!  You won’t regret it!”

As if to cement the request, Elara gripped the front of her top, and Traiton stepped forwards and nodded.

With a wide grin, Elara yanked down her tank top and giggled as she bared her chest to the band.  Every member’s eyes were drawn to her charms, with the rest of the front row becoming decidedly jealous of Elara’s affront.

“You couldn’t let them finish?” muttered one, but Elara didn’t let him spoil her fun.

She put her tits back inside her top and eye-fucked Traiton as he stood in front of the crowd and lapped up their adoration.

“Thank you very much, Houston,” he said simply, and the stage snapped to black.

The ensuing applause enveloped the blackness, and Elara stood among the thronging crowd and basked in the aftermath.

“They looked at me,” she whispered to herself, closing her eyes to picture it.

A hand on her wrist stirred her.  She looked down and saw that it was coming from across the barrier and figured that security was preparing to relieve the pressure of the crowd on the metal railings.

When she looked up, she could see the familiar sparkle of Traiton Jones, staring across at her in the darkness.

“Come with me,” he said.

A person beside Elara noticed Traiton and became suddenly animated.  He alerted people next to him as he stared in disbelief.

“It’s Traiton!” he wailed.  “It’s Traiton Jones!  He’s here!

“Help her over, would you?” he asked.

Desperate to do his bidding, several members of the crowd hoisted Elara up and over the barrier until she was stood next to her idol.

“This is insane!” she gushed.

“You haven’t seen anything yet,” Traiton teased, and he led Elara around the side of the stage and took her through the corridors behind it.

Sound technicians and security walked briskly past, congratulating Traiton on his show.  He took each compliment graciously, leading Elara by the hand until he was at the band’s dressing room door.  Before he entered, he turned back to Elara and held both of her hands.

“What’s your name?” he asked.

“Elara,” Elara said.  “Elara Honeydew.”

“Honeydew?” asked Traiton, his British accent in full flow.  “Like the melons?”

Elara nodded, and Traiton started to laugh.

“No fucking way.”

“Yes way,” Elara said, looking down at her chest.  She knew as much as anyone how eye-catching it was, and she’d decided years ago that it didn’t make sense to be bashful.

“Elara Honeydew, would you like to have your world rocked?”

Elara didn’t even need to think.  “Yes!” she answered proudly, bouncing on the spot.

Traiton shook his head in disbelief and then turned to the door.  He pushed it wide open and burst inside, leading by the crotch.

“Dex Runner, Cory Masterson, please give a warm welcome to our number one superfan, Elara Honeydew!”

Dex and Cory stopped what they were doing and stood up.  They strode forward confidently, each extending a hand for Elara.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you,” said Dex.

“An absolute, ruddy pleasure,” Cory agreed, shaking Elara’s hand briskly.

Elara let her tits wobble as she wowed at the bandmembers.  They made her feel like she was the celebrity.

“Elara, would you like to hear one of our upcoming tracks?” asked Traiton.

Elara’s mouth dropped open.  “Are you fucking kidding me?”

“No, we are not,” said Dex.  “But it comes with one condition.”

“What’s that?”

“That you can name our opening song in last year’s ‘Scinthilating’ tour.”

“I was there!” beamed Elara.

“You get to Houston a lot, do you?” asked Cory.

“I was there in Oslo!” laughed Elara.  “It was the only place I could find tickets.”

“Holy fuck,” Traiton said, looking back at his bandmates.  “She really is a superfan.”

“I am!” Elara said, swinging her hips proudly.

“So, what’s the answer, superfan?” asked Dex.

“It was Close Shave,” said Elara.  “I remember it like it was yesterday.”

“Ding!  Ding!  Ding!” chimed Traiton.  “We have a winner!”

Elara clapped giddily and stared with excited curiosity as the band went and got their instruments.

“Please take a seat,” said Traiton, offering the long couch to Elara.

Elara sat in it quickly, tucking her skirt beneath her and placing her palms on her knees in readiness.

“Now, this is a very privileged position you find yourself in here, Elara,” said Traiton.  “Are you ready to see the future?”

“Yes!” shrieked Elara, rubbing her knees in anticipation.

Traiton counted the band in, and on three a vibrating hum of a noise came from the keyboard.  Traiton closed his eyes and found the noise in his throat.

Elara was beside herself.  For the first time in the last hour, she was dumbstruck.  She stared wide-eyed at the band as she heard the new song, fearful of blinking in case she missed a single millisecond.  When they were done, she sat in amazed silence.

“Well?” asked Traiton.  “What do you bloody think then?”

“Incredible,” hushed Elara, entranced.

“You see that,” said Dex, pointing at Elara.  “That’s that note I was telling you about.”

“They don’t work, Dex,” said Traiton.  “It’s a madness.”

“I don’t know,” said Cory.  “She looks pretty mesmerized.”

Elara was.  She couldn’t explain it, but she was amidst a swirling, quiet euphoria, as though all the questions of her life had been answered.

“If that noise works, then what about the other ones?” asked Traiton.  “Try those.”
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