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Chapter 1: ‘Call Your Boyfriend While We Fuck You’
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The Necromaniacs had just eviscerated the stage at The Abyss, a notorious underground venue buried in the industrial bowels of Chicago.

The final chord of their set—a guttural, feedback-drenched wall of noise—still hung in the air like the stench of rotting meat as the house lights flickered on.

Sweat poured down Viktor’s shaved scalp, mixing with the fake blood he’d smeared across his chest during the encore.

His black cargo pants clung to his muscular thighs, the leather vest open to reveal a torso mapped with occult tattoos and old scar tissue.

Lars, the guitarist, leaned against his amp stack, lighting a cigarette with trembling fingers, his lean, wiry frame still buzzing from the adrenaline of shredding solos that sounded like chainsaws tearing through bone.

Knox, the drummer, cracked his thick neck and wiped sweat from his beard, his barrel chest heaving under a torn shirt. Thorne, the bassist, said nothing, just stared out into the dispersing crowd with those cold gray eyes, already hunting.

Backstage was a concrete box lit by a single red bulb. The couches were stained with years of spilled beer, vomit, and worse.

Empty bottles and crushed cans littered the floor. The air was thick—sweat, smoke, cheap cologne, and the metallic tang of blood from Viktor’s self-inflicted stage wounds.

That’s when Katie appeared in the doorway.

She was nineteen, maybe twenty, with long auburn hair that fell in loose waves over her shoulders.

Her skin was pale and freckled, her blue eyes wide with post-show euphoria.

She wore a faded Necromaniacs shirt she’d clearly cut herself—cropped high to expose her flat midriff and tied in a knot beneath her perky C-cup breasts.

The denim skirt hugging her hips was scandalously short, frayed at the edges, riding up with every nervous shift of her weight.

Black combat boots completed the look, laced halfway up her toned calves. She clutched a sharpie-scrawled poster in one hand and a half-empty water bottle in the other.

“You guys were fucking incredible,” she breathed, stepping inside as if pulled by an invisible leash. “I’ve never felt anything like that. The energy... it was like being possessed.”

Viktor turned slowly, his dark eyes raking over her body with deliberate slowness. A predator sizing up prey. “What’s your name, little one?”

“Katie,” she said, voice trembling with excitement. “I drove four hours to be here. I was in the front row the whole time.”

Lars exhaled smoke toward her, smirking. “We noticed. You were screaming every word. Dedicated fan, huh?”

She nodded eagerly, cheeks flushing. “I’ve been listening since your first demo. You’re legends.”

Knox chuckled, low and dangerous. “Legends need tribute. Come closer.”

Katie obeyed, stepping fully into the red glow. The door clicked shut behind her. Thorne locked it without a word.

Viktor circled her slowly, like a shark. “You want the real Necromaniacs experience, Katie? Not the stage show. The aftershow.”

Her breath hitched. She’d heard rumors—everyone had. Stories whispered in fan forums, dark tales of girls who disappeared into the band’s orbit and came out changed. Marked. Some never spoke of it again. Others couldn’t stop talking.

Katie had always told herself those stories were exaggerated. Fantasy. But now, standing in the presence of her idols, feeling the weight of their stares, her body responded before her mind could catch up.

Heat pooled between her thighs. Her nipples stiffened against the thin fabric of her cropped shirt.

“What... what do I have to do?” she asked, voice barely above a whisper.

“Strip,” Viktor commanded, voice flat and absolute.

Katie hesitated only a second. Then her fingers found the hem of her shirt. She pulled it over her head in one fluid motion, revealing a black lace bra that pushed her breasts together into perfect, creamy cleavage.

The band murmured approval. She reached behind her back, unclasped the bra, and let it fall. Her breasts bounced free—firm, youthful, nipples a dusky pink and already hard.

She shimmied out of her skirt next, kicking it aside to reveal matching black lace panties, the front darkened with a telltale wet spot.

Thorne stepped forward first, hooking his fingers into the waistband of her panties and yanking them down in one rough motion.

Katie gasped as cool air hit her freshly shaved pussy, lips puffy and glistening. She stepped out of the underwear, now completely naked except for her boots.

“Boots too,” Lars said.

She bent to unlace them, breasts swaying as she did. The men watched hungrily. When she straightened, fully exposed, Viktor grabbed her chin and forced her to meet his gaze.

“You’re ours now,” he growled. “And we’re going to use you while you do something very special for us.”

He released her and nodded to Thorne, who pulled Katie’s phone from her discarded skirt pocket. He scrolled through her photos casually, smirking.

“Cute boyfriend. Tom, right? Looks like a nice guy. Bet he treats you real sweet.”

Katie’s stomach twisted. “Please don’t—”

“Call him,” Viktor interrupted. “Put it on speaker. Tell him how much you love him. Have a nice, tender conversation. And don’t you dare hang up until we say so.”

Lars was already behind her, unzipping his pants. His cock sprang free—eight inches, thick at the base, the tip pierced with a silver barbell that glinted in the red light.

He pressed it against the cleft of her ass, letting her feel its heat.

Knox and Thorne stripped too, cocks heavy and erect. Viktor’s was the biggest—nine inches of veined, brutal thickness, already leaking precum.

Katie’s hands shook as Thorne dialed Tom’s number and handed her the phone. It rang twice.

“Hey, babe!” Tom’s voice was warm, loving, oblivious. “How was the show? You okay? You sound out of breath.”

Lars gripped her hips and bent her forward slightly. The head of his pierced cock nudged against her slick entrance. Katie bit her lip hard.

“It—it was amazing, Tom,” she managed, voice quivering as Lars pushed inside her in one slow, relentless thrust.

The piercing dragged along her inner walls, sending jolts of pleasure-pain through her core. She stifled a moan. “So intense. The crowd was wild.”

Tom laughed softly. “I knew you’d love it. Wish I could’ve been there with you. I miss you so much already.”

Lars began to move, long, deep strokes that made her toes curl. Each thrust pushed her forward, her breasts swaying heavily.

Viktor stepped in front of her, holding his massive cock.

“Tell him you love him,” Viktor ordered quietly.

Katie’s eyes watered. “I love you too, Tom. So much.”

Lars sped up, hips slapping against her ass, the wet sounds of penetration loud in the small room. She prayed Tom couldn’t hear.

“What are you doing now?” Tom asked. “Heading back to the hotel?”

Viktor grabbed a fistful of her hair and yanked her head down. “Open,” he growled.

Katie opened her mouth just as Viktor fed his cock between her lips. He didn’t ease in—he pushed deep, hitting the back of her throat. She gagged, tears spilling, but he held her there.

“Just... hanging out,” she choked out around Viktor’s shaft, pulling off briefly to speak. Saliva dripped down her chin. “With some new friends.”

Tom’s voice was tender. “That’s great, babe. I’m proud of you for going after what you love. Tell me about the show. What was your favorite part?”

Lars was pounding her now, grunting with each thrust. The piercing rubbed her G-spot relentlessly.

Katie’s legs trembled. She could feel her orgasm building already, shameful and unstoppable.

“The—the energy,” she gasped, voice breaking as Viktor forced his cock back into her mouth. “The way Viktor screams... it’s like... oh god... like he’s tearing the world apart.”

Knox moved to her side, reaching beneath to pinch and twist her nipples hard. Thorne knelt and sucked one into his mouth, biting down until she whimpered around Viktor’s dick.

Tom kept talking—sweet, innocent things. About missing her. About the dinner he’d cooked. About how he couldn’t wait to hold her tomorrow.

Every word was a knife in her gut, twisting deeper as the band used her body without mercy.

They rotated seamlessly. Lars pulled out and Knox took his place, his thicker cock stretching her wider, filling her completely. He fucked her with short, brutal thrusts that made her cry out.

“You okay, Katie?” Tom asked, concern creeping into his voice. “You sound... weird.”

“I’m fine!” she blurted, too loud. Thorne had just shoved three fingers into her mouth to quiet her, and now he replaced them with his curved cock, sliding down her throat as Knox hammered from behind.

They kept her like that for nearly thirty minutes—rotating positions, each man taking her pussy while another claimed her mouth.

They slapped her ass, pulled her hair, choked her lightly, marked her pale skin with bruises and bite marks.

Katie came three times—hard, shuddering climaxes that left her sobbing around whichever cock was in her throat.

Finally, Viktor returned to her pussy for the finale. He lifted one of her legs, hooking it over his arm, and slammed into her so deep she saw stars. His thrusts were punishing, animalistic.

“Tell him goodnight,” Viktor snarled.

Katie could barely speak. “I—I have to go, Tom. I love you. So much.”

“I love you more, baby,” Tom said softly. “Sweet dreams. Call me tomorrow.”

The call ended just as Viktor buried himself to the hilt and erupted inside her, flooding her pussy with thick ropes of cum.

Lars pulled out of her mouth and painted her face—hot spurts across her cheeks, lips, and tongue. Knox and Thorne followed, stroking themselves to completion over her back and ass, marking her completely.

Katie collapsed to her knees, trembling, cum dripping from every hole, her body aching and spent. The phone lay forgotten on the floor.

Viktor crouched in front of her, tilting her chin up with one finger. “Good girl,” he murmured. “You took that like a proper Necromaniac slut.”

He tossed her clothes at her feet. “Get dressed. And don’t wash up until morning. We want you to remember who you belong to now.”

As Katie shakily pulled on her skirt—cum still leaking down
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