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Note: This is a short story of around 5000 words. If you would like longer read then check out
Sophie Sin's Book
List or
her gay
erotica under Dick Powers Book
List.

 


Short
disclaimer: All individuals represented within this text are over the
age of 21 and full and completely are shown to consent in all ways
to the sexual activities that take place within this collection of
short works.


Editor’s Note:

 


You
can find this story with the others listed below in
‘Well Hung Erotica Vol.
2’.

 


That collection contains the following
stories:

On The Balcony, A Hard Workout, Tight Curves, The Big
Drummer.

 


The ‘Well
Hung Erotica Vol. 2’ collection can be found at any of your favorite
e-stores.


Janet The Groupie

 


WOW, HE CAN REALLY THUMP A DRUM!

Mike Power has the hand speed of an angel, the
musical ear of a professional conductor and a pair of hands that
could crush steel. I watch him play during the frenzied solo he is
performing in awe. For all the time I have followed this band, he
among all the members has never failed to impress me with the sheer
level of his skill and prowess on the drums.

"Give it up for Mike!" the new lead singer
yells.

We do. The crowd goes wild for a good few minutes
until the band members can calm them down enough to get back into
the rock ballad that they are finishing up.

I lean back into the shifting mass of concert goers
around and behind me and let out a contented sigh. The venue is
crammed packed with over a thousand fans and I was lucky enough to
get a position just next to the railing, close enough to really
feel the vibe from the band and be truly blasted away by their
music. From here I can see everything and it's very exciting.

"Amazing, aren't they!" Kimberly yells at me from
the left.

I smile to myself. My flat mate hasn't really seen
'amazing' yet. The last song that they always perform is by far the
best. I slap her on the shoulder and grin widely.

"It only gets better!" I promise.

She smiles back and gives me a hug before turning
back to dance around like a maniac. I lean against the rail - my
maniac dancing days long gone in my 20s - and enjoy the show. I
have been an on-and-off groupie for this band for about 4 years
now. Before that I was a 'full time' groupie with a few larger
bands, who either came to tour the States or lived here. It was a
lovely free ride that involved a lot of sleeping in other people's
beds, but very rarely sleeping with the one's that slept in them.
Most days it was very much like being a surrogate friend: Someone
to talk to, confide in a little and drink with, but not to fall in
love with or get involved in some sort of affair with. It's not to
say that I didn't give a hand job now and then to these friends,
but I can count on my hands the number of men that I did anything
more than that with and, if I'm being honest, the number of men I
have slept with in my lifetime.

They slow the song and go into the buildup for the
final. I pump my fist a little and enjoy the way that they put it
together. My current life revolves around working at a record store
- oddly, one that sells mostly techno, house and house remixes -
and enjoying rock. Being here and experiencing this moment is as
close as I get to ecstasy.

The finale is as good as promised. I savor those
last dwindling moments of raw noise and then clap wildly with
everyone else. It was a wonderful show and I'm glad that I
came.

Kimberly bounces up and down and gives me a hug
again, telling me that I am the best flat mate ever. I calm her
down a little and pull her to the side of the stage to where they
have a security gate set up that leads into the back area of the
venue.

"What are my chances this time, Ed?" I ask the big
man standing in front of the gate with his arms crossed.

He looks from me to Kimberly with his one good
eye.

"Nil."

"Hey, come on. You know I'm good for a beer later.
Milly said you would."

Milly is Ed's wife and someone that I only vaguely
know from visiting her cafe every now and then.

"Nope. Not going to work."

I sigh. It's always this way with Ed.

"How much?"

The corners of his mouth twist up a little.

"$50 each."

I think to my wallet. There's $20 in there.

"Make it $15 and you have a deal."

"Do I look like a discount store? 50 is 50, not 15.
You pay $50 and I let you in. You don't and you don't get in. Very
simple."

Kimberly pulls on my arm, but I stand my ground. She
hasn't played this game before, but I have. It's just a matter of
time...

The stage manager steps out through the door behind
Ed and stops when he sees us.

"What's going on?" he asks in his usual rude shrill
voice.

Ed straightens. Game over.

"Just telling these young ladies that they can't
come in, sir."

"Oh. Good." He looks to us. "As he said, you can't
come in tonight, girls. The band isn't seeing any fans anyway."

"Really? What happened?" I ask conversationally,
hoping he will speak, leave and allow us a little time with Ed
alone.

"The singer has a broken heart or something like
that. I don't know the details."

"Too bad..."

I wave at the man, grab Kimberly and head off. She
looks at me askance.

"If he remembers our faces then he'll catch on to
the game next time," I tell her. "One day I plan to get in and meet
them."

It's been a constant thing trying to see these guys
in person. I plan to make it happen this year as one of my life
goals, but I'm not that confident. Some bands are open to the
public and others aren't. I'm not sure what I think of this one's
policy so far. Could be either.

We come outside and head over to the car park. There
are hundreds of people doing the same thing, so it's not easy to
get to my car.

"Guess that's it then," Kimberly says remorsefully
as we get into my old dented up station wagon.

"Guess so."

I didn't know how wrong I was.


The Music Store

 


LOUD IRRITATING TECHNO CAN'T EVEN DIM MY JOY.

He walked in about 5 minutes ago and has been making
glances at me ever since.

"Do you need a hand?" I ask, coming over to the
stacked records that he is looking through.

The lead singer of last night's band smiles
shyly.

"You were at the concert last night, right? Next to
the blond," he asks.

"Kimberly? Yeah. You remember us?"

His smile broadens.

"I do. Your friend is stunning!"

Youthful: That would be how I would describe
him.

"Thanks."

I look at the album in his hands.

"You like that DJ?"

"Sort of. I'm doing some research."

"Oh? What for?"

"New material. Jerry, our bassist, thinks we can add
a little mainstream value by diversifying."

My mind says "not a good plan" but my head only
nods.

"Cool. Why don't you try this one and this one?"

He takes the records that I pull out for him.

"Wow, they look good. You are very helpful."

We walk over to the cash register.

"I don't suppose your friend is single."

Inwardly, I chuckle. He doesn't yet understand his
status as a rock star. If he did then he wouldn't need to ask that
question. The man would ask for her phone number and, whether she
were single or not, find out if she was interested in whatever he
had plans to do.

"Yes. Do you want her number?"

He nods and I pull out a notepad to scribble it down
before handing it to him with his receipt.

"Thanks."

I watch him leave with the phone number clutched in
one hand and a shopping bag with the two records inside in the
other. Personally, I think he shouldn't have thanked me. The
records I gave him are the worst in the store (can't have him
ruining my favorite band) and Kim doesn't like musicians.
Effectively, he just paid me and got nothing out of it.


Going Out With Mike

 


"I'M GOING ON A DATE WITH A ROCKSTAR!!!" Kimberly
howls excitedly in the hallway.

I poke my head out from my room where I was detoxing
from work with some proper music.

"Eh?"

"He called me and told me he was picking me up in an
hour."

"And you agreed?"

"Yes."

"To a guy you barely know and haven't talked
to?"

"Yes."

I pause. This wasn't what I thought would happen. An
important question occurs to me.

"Why?"

"Because HE'S A ROCKSTAR!"

Oh, wow... My flat mate really is having a blond
moment. For a moderately successful junior accountant this is quite
something.

"Babe..."

"You are coming too."

"Eh? I am?"

"Yeah, he said that his drummer is driving because
he doesn't have a license. It's a double date."

Heeeyyyyy... Now we are talking.

"Gotta change, Kim. Talk later."

The house becomes a flurry of motion, yelling and
hustled clothing choices, showering and perfuming. I might not
think much of the lead singer, but Mike is a different story. I
would kill to even have a chat with the guy. He's the best drummer
I have ever seen. This is some serious good fortune.

They arrive in 45 minutes. Kimberly yanks the door
open, half dressed, and gives the singer a hug. He blushes bright
red and I look around him to see Mike wearing black jeans, a sharp
black shirt, stylish leather jacket and a little ceramic jewelry,
looking rather amused.

"I'm going on a date with a rock star!" Kimberly
yells at the young man.

The older two in the room's eyebrows go up. The
singer looks terrified of what he has bought on himself: The power
of a blond woman is a mighty thing.

"Hi, I'm Mike."

He offers a hand and I shake it. The man has a
strong grip.

"I'm Janet."

"Nice to meet you."

Kimberly drags her date off and I stand there with
Mike trying to figure out what to say next. Thankfully, he looks
like he is used to this kind of thing and steps inside to check the
place out.

"You have a lot of our stuff," he notes, pointing to
my wall of fame.

"I have a lot of everyone's," I reply, directing his
attention to the far room.

We walk inside and he nods in understanding.

"How long were you on the road for?"

"About 5 years. 20s onwards."

"Cool. You know a lot of the big names I see."

His finger runs across a signed photo set on the
wall in a small black and gold frame.

"I remember them. They were incredible."

"They were. I spent a half year following them
around."

He smiles.

"Me too. Did you see them in Washington in ‘05?"

"Missed it. I was in London for a month with these
guys."

Mike's eyes widen when he sees whose record I am
pointing too.

"Big names for such a small girl. You don't look the
type."

"I was and still am."

He
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