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Chapter One

I’m a bimbo by choice. With my looks, perfect tits and tan, bleached blonde locks, professionally done of course, I would have been perfect for a supermodel spoilt princess lifestyle but I know that being fucked by an old rich white guy for any length of time would be excruciating. So I settle for my life, just the way it is, getting men to do whatever I wanted. And right now, what I wanted were tickets for me and my friends to go and see Crazy Cat perform live at Madison Square...

Getting these tickets is another thing. We’re out a bunch of tech geeks who we heard are doing sound and lighting support for the show, and this means that they’ve probably been palmed a few comps to the gangster rapper’s live performance. It doesn’t even need to be good seats either, I just really want to be there. And I really am willing to do anything, or anyone to get my hands on tickets to the sold-out show. The ‘who’ that I will have to do is a geek named Tristan.

Now Tristan isn’t ugly. Not at all actually. He is just a little paler than I would have liked him to be. Hell, if were two shades darker he’d still be too pale. But that is just because of my not-so-new obsession with black men. I love African Americans, everything about them. I love the way they dress, the way they speak, and the way they act. Okay so I’m generalizing a little bit here. Let me just say that I love thuggish African Americans. I would do a black man in a suit, but he would need to lose the suit first!

I cannot believe that Tristan thinks this is a real date too. He brought me to a restaurant and he actually expects me to eat, while I share intimate details of myself with him. The truth is, and this isn’t just me blowing smoke up my own ass, I am so far out of his league that he should have smelt a rat a while ago. I had resigned myself to the fact that I would have to suck his cock, maybe even fuck him for the tickets I want more than my next manicure, but this date thing is really getting a little uncomfortable. 

Surely the fact that I have been asking him a lot about Crazy Cat should have set his alarm bells ringing. Surely he should know that, without saying it, what I was actually offering him is an orgasm in exchange for tickets?

Some guys are just slow, I guess.

“Do you want to get out of here?” I ask, after I manage the muscle soup, which was not bad even if I do say so myself. 

“You want to leave already?” he asked. Slow!

“I thought we could go back to your place and finish this dinner in a more intimate setting,” I say, not sure if I was batting my eyelids but with the cheesy nature of this evening so far, that wouldn’t surprise me. 

“Check please,” he says to a waiter that neither of us can see when he finally registers what I’m saying. 

We get back to his place, and I make up my mind that if he doesn’t give me the tickets that I want, tickets I’ve been hinting at since I met him a week ago by ‘accident,’ then I am just going to steal them. And put this week of my life down to a week I will never get back and be done with it. 

His apartment is small, expectedly. I’m glad though, because there aren’t very many places to hide tickets in a small apartment. Once inside, I take off my coat, and pull him to me, kissing him full on the mouth. He is not a bad kisser either, and if I were anybody else, I might really date him. But unfortunately for him, I am me. And ‘me’ wants tickets to Crazy Cat, that’s all. If this makes me a bad person, then I guess I’m going to hell in a rappers tour bus. 

I feel for his cock, and I’m again surprised by what I find there. At least 7 or 8 inches of dick, just waiting to be unwrapped by me, already solid. This might not be a godawful way of getting my hands on those tickets I think, as I unbutton his jeans and free his manhood. I take it into my mouth immediately, and even though it tastes like lavender I think, not really a scent that I would expect on a man, I am happy that there is at least enough of it there to take me on a very pleasant trip to climax too.

I suck on his cock for a minute before he lifts me off the ground himself, and carries me to his bed. He takes out a Trojan from the side drawer and wraps his erection in the sheath while I get undressed. And then he proceeds to make the most interesting love to me. It is slow, deliberate and sensual, like he is really trying to impress. If only he knew that if you really wanted to impress me you would turn me over, pull my hair and give it to me hard from the back while asking me to say your name.

But that’s another fantasy.

I have two orgasms before he has his first. Then he gets us a drink and comes back to bed. I really want to leave. But I am not leaving without those tickets. So, while he is busy playing with my eyebrows, mumbling something about me being fantastic, I just ask him, “about those tickets...”

“Oh, they are right here”, he says, leaning into the same drawer he got the condom from. 

“And, they’re VIP, you and your friends should have a great time!”

Chapter Two

I am so excited about the concert that I haven’t slept, not really. I left Tristan’s after midnight, after he had fallen asleep, armed with my five VIP comps. When I got home, I showered, and then spent a few hours choosing and re-choosing what I was going to wear today. After I had eventually decided, I had a drink on my balcony, and smoked two cigarettes. It’s a bad habit I know, but at 21, everybody needs a few vices. 

Mine are smoking, black rappers, and sex...lots of sex!

The time seems to be dragging today too, and it is only a little past six, but I am already wide awake. I get into the shower and stay in it for as long as I can, and then I spend more time than is really necessary moisturizing. Then I go to the kitchen, and still naked, I put on coffee, and make some breakfast, an egg white omelet, and a slice of rye toast. The one thing that I am predictable at, the only thing, is what I have for breakfast. Other than that, I am a bona fide rebel.

“Are you ready for tonight,” I ask Melissa, my best friend, when I think it’s late enough to call. 

“It’s 8 o clock Candice, jeez...” she says, still wiping the sleep from her eyes by the sound of things. 

Melissa works for the same ad agency as me, we’re both girls Friday. We’ve taken today off though, pretending to be sick, but we’re going to see Crazy Cat. 

“I know, you need to get your hair done, and your nails...and I thought we might squeeze in a massage... I want to be as relaxed as possible for tonight...oh, and a facial...we must get facials...” I really am more excited that I have ever been in 21 Christmases. 

“I’ll be ready at around ten...I still need to go and buy something to wear...” This statement from Melissa sends a jolt of panic into the pit of my stomach. She is going to buy something to wear. Why didn’t I think of that? 

“Okay, I’ll be ready for you in an hour...We’ll go shopping first, and then take care of our beauty...not that we need it...” I say, laughing, knowing that she is not going to be ready for me in an hour and knowing that I will have to wait for her, help her choose something to wear, and we will probably be late getting to our facials. We will probably not make it in time for massages. 

I am at Melissa’s apartment in the hour, as promised. I have never been good at keeping time, but today is different. Today I want to be on time for everything, especially the concert. With VIP tickets, we will be treated really special. But we just have to be on time to receive this VIP treatment. And the VIP section doesn’t have
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