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Chapter 1: Virgin Duty
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The Necromaniacs’ tour had rolled into Portland, Oregon, where the rain never stopped and the underground scene was as bleak as their lyrics.

They’d demolished The Black Hole, a former bomb shelter turned venue, with a set so vicious that three fans had passed out in the pit.

Viktor’s throat was raw from screaming, his arms streaked with self-inflicted cuts that wept thin lines of blood down his chest. Lars’s fingers ached from shredding, Knox’s wrists throbbed from the double-kick assault, and Thorne’s bass still buzzed in his bones.

Backstage was a concrete bunker lit by red emergency strips, the air thick with sweat, pot smoke, and the metallic bite of spilled blood.

The band sprawled across mismatched couches, cracking open cans of PBR and passing a bottle of cheap bourbon.

Roadies hauled gear past the door, but the real entertainment was about to begin.

Sophie had been waiting in the hallway for nearly an hour, a 19-year-old brunette with soft hazel eyes, full lips painted blood-red, and a body built for sin: 5’4”, curvy hips, a narrow waist, and heavy D-cup breasts that strained against a cropped black hoodie emblazoned with the band’s logo.

Her pleated leather mini-skirt barely covered the tops of her fishnet stockings, and thigh-high boots completed the look.

She’d been front row, screaming every lyric, her tits bouncing with every headbang.

Security had finally let her through after she flashed her signed poster.

Viktor spotted her first. “You. Sophie, right? Get in here.”

She stepped inside, cheeks already flushed. “Holy shit, you guys were insane tonight. I’ve never...”

“Save it,” Lars cut in, exhaling smoke. “You want to be useful tonight?”

Sophie’s breath hitched. “Yes. Anything.”

Knox grinned, beard twitching. “We brought a couple of special fans backstage earlier. Two little virgins who begged for a chance to meet us. Tiny-dicked losers who’ve never touched a girl. You’re going to fuck them. Both. While we film every second.”

Sophie’s eyes widened, a mix of shock and dark excitement rippling through her. “You... you want me to.....”

Thorne held up two phones and a small camera on a tripod. “Full 4K. Close-ups. We’re posting the edited version on our private forum. You do this, you become legend.”

Sophie swallowed hard, but her thighs pressed together instinctively. “Okay. I’ll do it.”

Viktor stood, towering over her. “Good girl. Strip.”

She peeled off the hoodie, revealing a sheer black bra that did nothing to hide her hard nipples.

The skirt dropped next, followed by the stockings and boots. When she hooked her thumbs into her lace thong, Thorne stopped her. “Leave the panties on for now. Let the virgins unwrap their present.”

The door opened again. In came Jake and Ethan - both barely 19, skinny, awkward, faces burning red.

Jake was 5’6” with messy brown hair and glasses; Ethan slightly taller, freckled, with a nervous stutter.

They wore oversized band tees and baggy jeans, clearly out of their depth.

“Boys,” Viktor drawled, “this is Sophie. She’s your reward for being such devoted fans. You get to fuck her first. But we’re filming, and you do exactly what we say.”

Jake’s voice cracked. “R-really? We’ve never......”

“Shut up,” Lars snapped. “Pants off.”

The boys fumbled out of their clothes. Their cocks were comically small—Jake’s a thin 4.5 inches, Ethan’s a stubby 4 inches - both already rock-hard and leaking. The band burst out laughing.

“Look at these little pricks,” Knox roared. “No wonder they’re virgins.”

Sophie bit her lip, trying not to laugh, but the humiliation in the boys’ eyes sent a twisted thrill through her.

“On the couch,” Viktor ordered Sophie. “On your back. Legs spread.”

She obeyed, lying on the stained leather, knees falling open. Her panties were already soaked through. Thorne started recording.

“Jake first. Pull her panties to the side and fuck her.”

Jake shuffled forward on trembling legs, kneeling between her thighs.

His small cock bumped clumsily against the fabric before he managed to hook it aside, exposing her shaved, glistening pussy.

He pushed in - barely stretching her - and groaned immediately.

“Oh fuck... it’s so warm...”

Sophie moaned softly, more for the camera than for him. “Come on, baby. Fuck me.”

Jake lasted less than a minute. His hips jerked erratically, thin cock sliding in and out with wet sounds, before he whimpered and came, flooding her with a surprisingly large load for such a small dick.

It leaked out around his shaft as he pulled back, face scarlet.

Ethan was next. He mounted her missionary-style, his stubby length barely reaching deep enough to feel good. Sophie wrapped her legs around him, urging him on. “Harder, Ethan. Fill me up.”

He tried, but his rhythm was clumsy and fast. Within thirty seconds he was gasping, spurting inside her, adding to the mess.

Cum bubbled out as he withdrew, both boys staring in awe at the creamy load dripping from her.

The band was merciless.

“Pathetic,” Lars sneered. “But the show’s not over. Sophie, clean their cocks with your mouth while they watch you get fucked properly.”

Sophie slid to her knees. She took Jake’s softening, cum-slick dick into her mouth first, sucking gently, tasting the mix of his load and her juices.

Then Ethan’s. The boys whimpered, half-hard again already.

Viktor stepped in, already naked, his massive 9-inch cock throbbing. “Time for real men. Boys, sit there and watch. Keep those little pricks ticking over for another blast.”

He grabbed Sophie by the hair and bent her over the couch arm, yanking her panties down to her ankles.

Without warning he slammed into her soaked, cum-filled pussy. The wet squelch was obscene. Sophie cried out, the stretch immediate and overwhelming.

“Fuck—yes!”

Viktor pounded her ruthlessly, hips slapping her ass, balls smacking her clit. Cum from the virgins squirted out around his shaft with every thrust.

Thorne filmed close-ups of the creamy froth, the way her lips gripped the thick veined shaft.

Lars moved in front, feeding her his pierced 8-inch cock. She gagged as the barbell hit the back of her throat, drool running down her chin. Knox and Thorne stroked themselves, waiting their turn.

They rotated with savage precision. Knox took her next, his girthy 7 inches stretching her even wider, making her squirt around him as he slammed deep. “Take it, you cum-hungry whore.”

Thorne claimed her ass, spitting on her hole before pushing his curved 8-incher past the tight ring.

Sophie screamed around Lars’s cock, the double penetration pushing her over the edge. She came hard, body convulsing, pussy and ass clenching rhythmically.

The boys watched wide-eyed, frantically jerking their small cocks, unable to look away.

The band used every hole. Viktor fucked her throat while Knox and Thorne double-penetrated her pussy and ass.

Lars took her ass alone, the piercing dragging deliciously. They flipped her onto her back, legs over Viktor’s shoulders as he bred her deep, then passed her around for creampie after creampie.

Sophie lost count of her orgasms. By the time the fourth load - Knox’s thick ropes painting her cervix - filled her, she was a trembling, drooling mess.

Cum leaked from her pussy, ass, and mouth. Her makeup was ruined, mascara streaking her cheeks.

Finally, Viktor pulled out and painted her tits with the last of his load. The band stepped back, breathing hard.

“Boys,” Thorne said, still filming, “you’re dismissed. Go home and jerk off to this video for the rest of your lives.”

Jake and Ethan scrambled into their clothes, mumbling thank-yous, eyes glazed with lust and shame. They fled.

Sophie lay there, chest heaving, body marked with handprints, bites, and drying cum.

Viktor crouched, tilting her chin up. “You did good, pet. We’re keeping that raw footage. You’re officially ours now.”

Sophie smiled weakly, voice hoarse. “Totally worth it!”

As the band packed the cameras and cracked fresh beers, the rain outside hammered on, washing Portland clean while Sophie’s body remained gloriously filthy.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2: Insertion Antics
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The tour had ground its way to San Francisco, where the fog rolled in like a shroud over the bay, and the Necromaniacs' show at The Vortex had been a ritual of pure sonic brutality.

Viktor had crowd-surfed during the breakdown, emerging with fresh scratches from eager fans' nails. Lars's amp had blown out mid-solo, adding a chaotic screech that the crowd devoured. Knox hammered his kit so hard a cymbal cracked, and Thorne's bass lines throbbed like a heartbeat in hell.

The venue's backstage was a labyrinth of exposed brick and dangling wires, lit by harsh green fluorescents that cast eerie shadows.

The air hung heavy with the scent of patchouli, weed, and the faint copper of blood from a mosh pit brawl.

The band lounged in a cluttered room, shirts discarded, bodies slick with post-show sweat.

Empty pizza boxes and beer cans littered the floor, and a battered coffee table held an assortment of random objects - tour swag, fan gifts, and detritus from the road.

They were high on the performance, passing a joint and plotting the night's debauchery when Riley appeared.

She was 21, a fiery redhead with porcelain skin dotted with freckles, emerald eyes wide with starstruck awe, and a body that screamed temptation: full C-cup breasts pushing against a torn band tank top, a short plaid skirt that hinted at her round ass, and fishnet thigh-highs leading to chunky combat boots.

She'd flashed her tits at security to get backstage, her phone clutched in one
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